
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	 

	COLOPHON:Juanita W Howe

	 

	Book Title:Amazing YOU

	 

	Author:Juanita W Howe

	 

	@Juanita W Howe

	 

	Email address:zhiangzhang0817@outlook.com

	ISBN:9783988652607

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Amazing YOU

	Catalog

	Chapter.01---MissQi,What a coincidence

	Chapter.02---Parent’s meeting    

	Chapter.03---Wanna kiss   

	Chapter.04---Home visits

	Chapter.05---We’re a good match    

	Chapter.06---Let your mother come   

	Chapter.07---Love at first sight   

	Chapter.08---Hold tight

	Chapter.09---Indemnification    

	Chapter.10---Mom is not at home    

	Chapter.11---Palm temperature    

	Chapter.12---Shake

	Chapter.13---Let you kill me   

	Chapter.14---Keep distance   

	Chapter.15---Not mistaken     

	Chapter.16---Jealous

	Chapter.17---Care about you    

	Chapter.18---I won't lie to you     

	Chapter.19---Purchase    

	Chapter.20---Dare not face

	Chapter.21---Tangle    

	Chapter.22---Drunk    

	Chapter.23---I’ll help you    

	Chapter.24---Anger

	Chapter.25---Trap   

	Chapter.26---Heart itch    

	Chapter.27---Develop an affinity for 

	Chapter.28---You'll want to

	Chapter.29---Your taste   

	Chapter.30---Sad   

	Chapter.31---Take a beating

	Chapter.32---Tease 

	Chapter.33---Heartbeat 

	Chapter.34---Mismatch    

	Chapter.35---Postcard  

	Chapter.36---Warm

	Chapter.37---Self-sentimental  

	Chapter.38---Afraid of losing you 

	Chapter.39---If you are willing to    

	Chapter.40---Change the dressing

	Chapter.41---Nice-smelling    

	Chapter.42---Worthy of lingering   

	Chapter.43---Dating  

	Chapter.44---Where you are, I will be 

	Chapter.45---Give me an explanation 

	Chapter.46---Only you can see   

	Chapter.47---Witness  

	Chapter.48---Tenderness

	Chapter.49---To share a bed  

	Chapter.50---A family of three   

	Chapter.51---Destined  

	Chapter.52---This is your home, too

	Chapter.53---Education   

	Chapter.54---Like your eyes  

	Chapter.55---Past  

	Chapter.56---I can't afford it

	Chapter.57---Coquetry  

	Chapter.58---Honesty    

	Chapter.59---Because you're worth it  

	Chapter.60---First love

	Chapter.61---It's tempting   

	Chapter.62---No girlfriend  

	Chapter.63---Lost  

	Chapter.64---Give me a little more trust

	Chapter.65---In danger  

	Chapter.66---Can't live without you   

	Chapter.67---Birthday  

	Chapter.68---Gift

	Chapter.69---Promotion  

	Chapter.70---Funeral  

	Chapter.71---Quarrel    

	Chapter.72---A passing cloud

	Chapter.73---Do not want her   

	Chapter.74---I’m tired    

	Chapter.75---I want to see you   

	Chapter.76---The past

	Chapter.77---Native land 

	Chapter.78---I'm waiting for you to admit it   

	Chapter.79---Do you love Miss Qi?  

	Chapter.80---Only one person in this life

	Chapter.81---Dinner   

	Chapter.82---The show  

	Chapter.83---Can’t lose you    

	Chapter.84---I love you

	Chapter.85---Nice dream  

	Chapter.86---Backbiting report  

	Chapter.87---Mom said she missed you  

	Chapter.88---Exotic country

	Chapter.89---I won't leave you  

	Chapter.90---Reunion 

	Chapter.91---Be our daughter’s mother

	Chapter.92---Girlfriend

	Chapter.93---Shy little wife 

	Chapter.94---Make mom angry again 

	Chapter.95---Ashamed and annoyed  

	Chapter.96---Not serious

	Chapter.97---I won't embarrass you  

	Chapter.98---Call me sister   

	Chapter.99---A family  

	Chapter.100---Mother and daughter’s quarrel 

	Chapter.101---In the car   

	Chapter.102---The person at the apex of the heart  

	Chapter.103---Birthday proposal  

	Chapter.104---Do you want to be in the office?

	Chapter.105---Just want to spoil you 

	Chapter.106---Spoiled 

	Chapter.107---Getting married  

	Chapter.108---Wedding

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter.01

	 

	It rained in the evening, and the temperature in Jiangcheng, which had failed in autumn, dropped slightly, and the wind blew outdoors, with a hint of coolness, and the leaves of the balsam fir trees along both sides of the street were blown to rustle and shake off a water droplet.

	School midterm exams just ended, Qi Yan asked a few friends for a small gathering.

	The bar is dimly lit, with slow lyrical music playing, the air is a mixture of perfume and powder, with the ambiguous scent of estrogen everywhere.

	"Finally the exam is over, I can rest for a few days." She was sitting in the middle like a queen, a red dress flared like fire, deep v neckline set off the neck slender, quite sexy and charming.While talking, she poured himself a drink.

	Friends are laughing and everyone is saying“I told you that when the teacher is tired, or teaching middle school students, the most rebellious and most difficult to manage, can adhere to three years is good”“That is, Yan Yan, your family is not short of money, why suffer this crime, taste the freshness and leave before it is too late”“Your condition as a teacher is really a waste”

	Qi Yan sipped his wine, the corners of his mouth hooked up to a light smile, lazily said: "Not yet tired of it, it's not too late to leave when you get tired of it."

	Everyone laughed and giggled and talked and talked and talked and talked and the topic turned elsewhere.

	Only a short period of time, there are a lot of beautiful women come to talk to.These people, a heavy makeup of a dusty smell, not powdered and too youthful, and some shaved head with a cigarette, male and female indistinguishable.Qiyan lack of interest, without exception, refused.

	On the dance floor, several beautiful women with beautiful bodies are gently swaying to the rhythm of the music, a pair, so intimate, look at the hearts of the hot,get restless.

	Qi Yan's eyes darted around, searching for prey.After a moment, her eyes stopped.In the corner, a woman sitting alone in silence, long hair to the shoulders, the features of a solemn cold.A capable white suit and the surrounding atmosphere is out of place.

	Nearby are three or two a table, only this person around the cold and clear, seemingly lonely, unlike to seek pleasure, but rather like a love lost and come to buy drunk.But, it was to her liking.

	QiYan is the action faction, the idea just over the brain, she have been holding a glass of wine to go over there, behind her friends called her, she pretended not to hear.

	Pure music is soft and soothing, the lights are darker, and the atmosphere is gradually charming.

	Lu Zhiqiao alone for a while, put down the empty glass, close your eyes, index finger gently rubbing the temples, the music has a relaxing effect, at the moment she is physically and mentally relaxed, a little drunk, very comfortable.

	Suddenly there was a breeze next to her ear, she felt someone sitting down, she opened her eyes, turned her head, her vision reflected in a gentle and bright smiling face.

	"Alone?" Qiyan raised an eyebrow.

	Only when she got close, she smelled a faint woody fragrance, like cold citrus, and like heavy thick sandalwood, very cold and very provocative, a very high class fragrance with a cloudy feeling that captured her nose in a moment.

	At that exact moment, the lights from the dance floor swept over, allowing her to see more clearly.A mature and sensible face, cool eyebrows, a black lachrimal mole at the end of the eye,  straight nose, thin and moist lips, face with just the right amount of light makeup, clean and exquisite, everywhere can be.

	White suit is straight and slim, inside a lavender shirt, stand-up collar, buttoned to the top one, complete silk seams, covered tightly, see no half of the scenery.

	"I'm alone too." Qiyan smiled gently, lying without blushing, "A drink?"

	Lu Zhiqiao facial expression pale, said nothing.

	It's common to meet people who hit on her at the bar, and tonight she didn't know how many she had turned down, but this person, from the moment she sat down to the moment she spoke, didn't make her think of kicking her out!

	Seeing that she did not answer, Qi Yan only took it as tacit approval, so he called the waiter to order a whole bottle of baikal, poured two-thirds of it for her and handed it over, "My treat.

	Lu Zhiqiao stared at the man's fine white wrist and hesitated for a moment before taking it.

	The vodka is very strong, for she often socialize, Just two or three drinks to get drunk. She drinks easily on the face, not a moment, from the cheeks to the root of the ear bloom a beautiful cherry blossom color.

	“Buttoned up so tightly, not hot?”

	“......”

	“Let me untie it for you.”

	Unknowingly, Qi Yan paste over, the two arms next to each other.Lu Zhi Qiao low eyes swept a glance, no response. Qiyin then no longer polite, a little bit carefully and slowly touched that button forbidden camouflage, covering all the secrets underneath.

	Qi Yan observed her look, see no difference, the more bold, hooked the buckle plucked twice, index finger against the button hole, lightly a slip.A small patch of snow-colored landscape is faintly visible and evocative.

	Qi Yan grabbed the button and said softly, "Next time you come to the bar, don't wear this body, it's easy to attract wolves."

	Breath smells like alcohol, hot and urgent, puffing on the root of the ear tickling, Lu Zhiqiao inclined her head and finally spoke, "Are you talking about yourself?"

	This voice is clear and calm, like the winter snow melting after the gurgling water, some low cold, indescribable flavor.

	Qiyan felt that she had found a treasure tonight, this person was extremely in line with her preferences in all aspects, not to happen something really sorry for themselves.

	"That's right." She closed her eyes and exhaled a heated breath from her mouth, "I am the beast."

	A soft kiss falls on the ear.Lu Zhiqiao's body stiffened, squeezing the wine glass tightly, her heart fluttering violently, almost unable to suppress the impulse.

	Recently work pressure, she came here simply to drink, want to relax, lesbian bars are women, the safety factor is higher than the opposite sex|bar, and she was not straight women.However, the body has been silent for a long time, sensitive, easy to react, coupled with the role of alcohol stimulation, the whole person is floating.

	"How long has it been, huh?" Qi Yan easily saw it, knowing that she could hardly resist, and could not help but be more reckless.

	Abstinence conservative mature women, taste the most flavor.Dense kisses on the sideburns, ear tips, and even the roots of the hair, each place has buried the fire of desire as if at any time in the inconspicuous corner of the fire, devouring all reason.

	With a little force, she ripped open the second round buckle, and Lu Zhiqiao snapped awake and grabbed the hand.

	"What, you don't like it?" Qi Yan smiled.The process of the beast catching its prey, always enjoy some prey death struggle for fun.

	Lu Zhiqiao face red and ears hot, the wine is a bit on the head, although consciousness, action is slightly slow, unknowingly let go of the hand.

	The lights are hazy, the mood is strong.

	The two of them in the dim corner, embracing, deep kiss, like a spark into dry wood, drowsy, what reserve can not care, from a shallow taste to deep chase, hard to part.

	Qi Yan blew in her ear, her voice was soft.

	"Don't repress yourself, we're all adults."

	"Come on, Let's go to the hotel."

	......

	A night of indulgence, the day has dawned.

	Qi Yan was woken up by the alarm clock, slowly got up from the blanket, rubbed his sore arm, picked up his phone and looked at it, Friday, seven o'clock exactly.

	The curtains were not drawn, and the sunlight spilled in unrestrainedly, a large golden color very blinding. The room is very quiet, the position next to empty, only the messy pillow quilt and the floor paper ball reminded her that everything last night is not a dream.

	Originally thought that the person is cold and not easy to approach, but did not expect to indulge more passionate than her, two hands are bound, bear with patience, froze refused to make half a sound, all the initiative are expressed in body language, the full temptation.

	The taste will be hard to forget once you have tasted it.

	Qiyan was reminiscing, stretched, picked up the underwear that was resting on the pillow and put it on, when her eyes turned and glanced at something reflecting on the pillow. She looked down carefully, it was a small earrings.

	Last night she thought the earrings were in the way and would scratch her lips, so she asked her to take them off.did not expect to leave one here.This shows how anxious the other party is to go, pairs of things,one less does not care.

	Qiyan picked up the earrings, holding with the palm of her hand, the transparent rhinestones in the sunlight sparkling fine flash, the color is pure, suddenly the heart of a little regret. The two of them did not know each other's names, and did not leave contact information, the vast sea of people, may not meet again in this life, only this little earrings left behind as a souvenir.

	She put the earrings into her bag, dressed and then simply washed up and left the hotel.

	At 8:10, Qi Yan drove her car into Jiangcheng University High School.

	She has been teaching in this key middle school for three years, and just sent off her first graduates in June this year, and then promoted to class teacher, and started the new first year in September, so she has more and more things to do than before.

	The morning is the opening ceremony of the Games, the leaders on the top of the speech, teachers and students in the sun below, after the speech began to carry the flag to walk in formation shouting slogans, and then began the cultural performances, lively tossed until 11 o'clock before the end.

	Parents' meeting in the afternoon, students who have a project will stay for the competition, while those who don't have a project can go home for the weekend.

	First year (2) class, the Student on duty have cleaned up the classroom, Qi Yan asked the class president to help, the two took down the stool on the table, closed the back door, with red chalk on the blackboard to write "parent meeting" three big words.

	By about 2:30, parents were arriving one after another.

	The class leader sat on the first row of seats by the podium with a sign-in sheet and a pen in front of him/her. Every parent had to sign after their child's name, then go to the teacher to get the report card, and then find a seat at random.

	Qi Yan first parents meeting, Want to remember what the parents look like.

	"You are?"

	"Hello teacher, I'm Zhou Yuxiang's father."

	"Okay, let's sign in first."

	"Is it Miss Qi? I'm Guo Shiying's mother, I almost went to the next to the class just now  ......" A middle-aged woman came in and smiled at her shyly.

	Qi Yan smiled and said it was okay, gestured for her to sign in, and looked down to get her report card.

	Outside the door corridor came the clear and powerful sound of high heels, from far and near, all the way into the classroom, and then, the room filled with a familiar cold fragrance.

	Like a cold citrus, and like a thick sandalwood.

	Qi Yan's hand shook and jerked her head up.

	The moment when the four eyes met.

	"Miss Qi, what a coincidence."

	 

	Chapter.02

	 

	The visitor is slim, eyebrows cool, wearing a navy blue suit jacket, straight pants lined with straight legs, looking fresh and competent. The eyes of the pair of staggering flickered away, the corners of the lips hanging polite and polite light smile.

	It's her.

	Qi Yan's heart jumped, feigning composure, "You are ...... Which parent?"

	"Lu Wei's mother."

	More than forty students' faces picked out a small girl and matched her name. Qi Yan smiled without moving, pointed to the table and said, "Sign in first."

	She never dreamed that the woman she had sex with last night was the student's mother, which means that the other party is married, and she is likely to do the "mistress" in a confused way.

	Lu Zhiqiao nodded blandly and bent down to look at the sign-in sheet.

	A strand of hair fell down and she ran her hand through it, tucked behind the ear, revealing the soft contours of the side of the face, fair skin. Qi Yan stared at her with unblinking eyes, and his throat moved,The report card in her hand is wrinkled at the edges.

	The same formal dress, but a change of color, this person looks more solemn and cold, dignified and meticulous look, and last night the judgment of two people.

	To think of this women once blooming in her hands, Qi Yan can not help but throat astringent, and then think of such a delicious may be a human wife, the heart feels more regret. Like digging up a piece of treasure in the palm of your hand, before the warmth was taken away, so a lot of resentment.

	And all men are hated together.

	Qiyan gritted his back teeth, watched her finish signing her name, straightened his back, and handed it over a report card : "Sit anywhere."

	"Thank you." Lu Zhiqiao politely took it, without lifting her eyelids.

	She roughly swept the report card, walked straight to the window group the most inside position, took out a paper towel to wipe the table and chairs, sat down, and then her eyes have been nailed to the report card, not moving.

	"Teacher, is that a report card ? You haven't given it to me yet." Guo's mother and Zhou's father were hung out to dry for a long time, and were a little upset to see Qi Yan give the report card to a parent who came from behind as a priority.

	Qi Yan returned to his senses, withdrew his gaze, smiled apologetically, Each gave a report card.

	At three o'clock sharp, most of the parents came.

	The classroom was almost full, Qi Yan collected the sign-in sheet over, swept his eyes down, found Lu Wei, and then look down.

	Lu Zhiqiao.

	Very poetic name, she had seen it on the student information, she had an impression. But this person's words are pale and strong, with sharp strokes, not quite like the style of an unusual woman.

	And, take mom's last name.

	Although now the child with the parents' surname can be, but with the mother's surname is relatively rare, very rare. Unless the family two children, one with the father and one with the mother, or......

	Qi Yan thought of two possibilities, and her lackluster eyes suddenly brightened.

	In the eyes of the students, parent-teacher conferences are a great way for teachers to tell on their parents, especially after exams, when the top students are calm and fearless and the bottom ones are nervous. When Qi Yan taught her first class of students, she thought she wanted to be friends with the children and use love to influence them, but over time she realized she was too naive.

	She was young and pretty, and open-minded, so it was indeed easy for her to get along with the students, but by the same token, she lost her prestige. They randomly did not turn in their homework, were undisciplined, even rummaged through her desk, and felt hurt when she criticized them a little and started to resent.

	Thirteen or fourteen-year-old children, immature mind, but the most rebellious and difficult to manage, after suffering losses, she abandoned the naive ideas.

	The teacher will always be a teacher, especially the class teacher, she is a high and cold authority, Would rather to grace and authority, but also do not make friends with students.

	Even if it is a complaint, polite words must be said.

	"This is the first test since the beginning of the first year of school, just the transition from elementary school to junior high school, children inevitably do not adapt, so the score does not mean anything, I hope that parents can be more patient.......”

	Qi Yan is one meter seven meters tall, wearing a pair of low-heeled shoes, voice clear and majestic, standing on the Lectern is quite look askance at the world's aura.

	She did not tie her hair today, let the waterfall of long and smooth black straight draped down, thin melon face, long eyes and high nose, deep features, smile like a peach blossom, gentle and friendly, do not smile but cool and cold, rejecting a thousand miles away.

	In other classes, there are always people falling asleep during parent-teacher conferences, but in the first year (2) class, the parents were all seated and attentive, more so than their children in class.

	With the exception of one person.

	Lu Zhiqiao is looking down at the report card, the vertical collar of the shirt will cover the neck tightly, the buttons are still buttoned to the top one. Her long hair is pulled back behind her head, her face is lightly made up, a lachrimal mole is charming, but her eyebrows are detached and indifferent, with a hint of asceticism.

	Keeping this posture for a long time, her neck is a little sore, she turns a little, but does not raise her head, her eyes are always locked on the report card.

	The voice from the podium was like a magic spell, knocking on her heart word by word, her eyes were calm, but her heart was beating hard, her fingers kept rubbing the corners of the report card until it was wrinkled beyond recognition, and she suddenly remembered that it was the place Qi Yan had touched, and suddenly let go of her hand, as if she had been burned.

	A ray of sunlight slants in and falls on her hair. Occasionally a student walks by the window, stops, probes, and then quickly runs away.

	Time moves extraordinarily slowly.

	About half an hour, the parents' meeting was over. Qi Yan typed the QR code of the class WeChat group on the projection and asked the parents to scan the code into the group and change the note.

	She finally saw Lu Zhiqiao lift her head.

	But it soon went down again, a few seconds.

	Parents left one after another, blocking the front door, Lu Zhiqiao folded the report card and put it in her bag, turned her head to look at the back door, got up and walked over, was about to open it when someone shouted at her.

	"Lu Weiwei's mother, please wait a moment." The voice came from the Lectern.

	At once, dozens of pairs of eyes followed Qi Yan's line of sight to look at Lu Zhiqiao.

	If students fear being named in the classroom, so do parents, and the last thing they want is to be named at a parent-teacher conference -- it often means their child is in trouble!

	Lu Zhiqiao hand on the door lock, did not move.

	When the classroom was empty, she turned around and met the 

	woman's burning gaze, walking slowly to the Lectern, a faint smile hanging at the corners of her mouth, "Is there something wrong with Miss Qi?"

	"Lu Wei has a game this afternoon, do you want to go see it?" Qi Yan curved her lips, her smile was meaningful.

	"No." Lu Zhiqiao politely said, "I have to go to work."

	When she finished, she turned around to leave, and it so happened that the class president came in from the outside carrying the desks, and one didn't brake, and accidentally bumped into her. She was unsteady on her feet, her body swayed, and her whole body fell to the side.

	Qi Yan was quick to go forward, a long arm hook, firmly hold the thin waist of Lu Zhi Qiao, smoothly brought into her arms.

	The cold fragrance came to her nose, she subconsciously tightened her arms.

	"Watch out."

	The thin hot air sprayed behind the ear, as hot as last night, Lu Zhiqiao's heart trembled, blood rushed to his cheeks, his feet were a little soft and stiff.

	"Auntie I'm sorry... I didn't mean to do it ......" The class president was startled and put down the table in a panic to apologize.

	Lu Zhiqiao reacted, struggled slightly, did not break free, only had to shake her head to the kid: "It's okay."

	"It's okay, I'll put the table, you go to the playground to see the competition students." Qi Yan echoed.

	The squad leader nodded, put down the desk, turned and ran out.

	The classroom was empty and quiet, and the two were next to each other in an extremely intimate|ambiguous position.

	The shirt collar was loosened because of the movement of the party, and the greenish-purple traces inside were hidden, and Qi Yan inadvertently saw it, and her eyes quickly darkened: "I had no idea we were meant to be."

	Last night was so crazy that she couldn't remember how many marks she left on her partner's body, only that she couldn't control it, and she still remembers the burning sensation, which won't go away for a long time.

	Arms in the soft and fragrant, and evoke those memories, but also can not be dismantled people swallowed raw into the belly.

	Lu Zhiqiao opened her mouth, the voice stuck in her throat, could not send out, the tip of the ear tinged with peach pink.

	"Does it hurt?" Qi Yan held her wrist and rubbed it, the vague red marks on it had not disappeared.

	Was tied up all night, how can it not hurt, but this person later did not let untie, play addicted, I do not know is drunk and bold, or really have any special fetish.

	Lu Zhi Qiao lightly frowned, leaving her face, not saying a word.

	The more she did so, the more interesting Qi Yan found it, and the interest was even stronger. She captured her chin with one hand and said in a soft voice: "When I was talking just now, you were deserting, so it was very disrespectful, you know?"

	"Parents need to lead by example and set a good example for their children."

	Closer to her, her lips almost touched her ear, as if she could see the capillaries slowly swelling, the red was more colorful, and the temperature was close at hand. The breath flowing, she could not help but want to kiss.

	Suddenly thinking of the cameras in the classroom, Qi Yan clenched her fist and had to give up.

	In the corridor came the sound of bouncing footsteps, one after another towards this side, Lu Zhi Qiao heart a shock, panic, push Qi Yan, stabilize their bodies, the remaining light glanced at a shadow blocking the door part of the light.

	"Mom?"

	Both of them turn their heads at the same time.

	A little girl in school uniform with a ponytail stood at the door, staring blankly at Lu Zhiqiao, her eyes both surprised and a little scared.

	She just ran one hundred meters, little red face, full of sweat, and a little wheezing, originally thought of the end of the parents' meeting, to the classroom rest for a while and then go home, who knows......

	"Lu Wei." Qi Yan smiled and waved at her, "How was the game?"

	The little girl walked over and  said nicely, "I made it to the final round." After saying that, she secretly glanced at her mother.

	"Great." Qi Yan warmly praised, "Rest early tonight, get well, and cheer up for the rematch tomorrow."

	“Okay.”

	"Okay, go home with mommy."

	Qi Yan's words just fell, Lu Zhi Qiao let her go to get her school bag, and then took her daughter's hand and could not wait to leave the classroom.

	Mother and daughter walked out of the school and got into a black A8.

	"Mom." Lu Wei carefully said, "Your face is so red, are you uncomfortable?"

	Lu Zhiqiao was stunned, inexplicably weak, with the back of her hand against her face: "Nothing, a little hot." She said and drew a tissue and handed it over, "Wipe the sweat and take off your jacket."

	She poked around to the back row again and took a bottle of mineral water, unscrewed the lid, "Drink some water, don't drink too much, just finished running."

	The girl took off her school uniform jacket and took two sips of water.

	"How are you adapt in at school? Still getting used to it?"

	"Well, okay."

	Lu Zhiqiao nodded to herself, stroked her hair, felt a little hot, wanted to unbutton the top one to get some air, suddenly thought of her own body dense marks, fingers abruptly froze.

	Last night, the woman take as much as she can, as if to tear her up, originally thought that after one night, each no longer crossed, but did not expect that fate is such a wonderful thing.

	what the fuck!

	That's the kid's teacher!

	Lu Zhiqiao suddenly felt a sense of moral shame, like sitting on pins and needles, more and more do not know how to face the child.

	"Your class teacher ......" She sighed softly, pulled her collar upwards and turned her head to look at her daughter, "I remember you saying that she teach language?"

	“Yeah.”

	“Do you like her?”

	"Yes, Miss Qi is good-looking." Lu Wei replied without thinking, his black eyes crystal bright, and after thinking again, thinking she had an opinion about Qi Yan, he carefully asked:"Mom, do you like Miss Qi?"

	 

	Chapter.03

	 

	The daughter's voice exploded in her ears, and Lu Zhi Qiao have a guilty conscience for a moment, turning her face away uncomfortably and responding vaguely, one hand gripping the steering wheel tightly.

	The dryness and heat blood rushed up and spread down the chest to the face and ears.

	A pretty teacher really attracts students, not only children, adults are also, who do not like beautiful? Last night, if another low value to accost, she probably will not care, not to mention everything that happened later.

	It's very realistic.

	Lu Zhiqiao closed her eyes, waved away the face of that person in her mind, and continued to ask: "What about the math teacher?"

	"Well, it's okay." Lu Wei replied with deliberation.

	Math teacher is a middle-aged uncle, forty to fifty years old, very tall and strong, looks fierce, in fact, really a bit fierce, she does not hate, but also do not like up.

	"If you don't hate the teacher, why do you still get such a low score in math?" Lu Zhiqiao took out the report card and unfolded it, throwing it over.

	Lu Wei:"......"

	The report card is a summary table, with forty-six students in the class, and the score ranking is clear. Lu Wei's math score was only 42, which was a huge drag on her ranking, so much so that it overshadowed her language and English scores of a hundred and something.

	Throughout the table, she was the only one who did not pass math, and the other students had the lowest score of 76, indicating that it was not the teacher's problem.

	Lu Wei cupped her report card and buried her head very low.

	Parents are pouring out of the school entrance one after another, a middle-aged man scolded his son while walking: books are read into the cesspool, it is better to go back to raising pigs. The car window was half open, his voice was thick and rough, they could hear it clearly.

	Lu Zhiqiao frowned, pressed the window button to close the window, turned her head to look at her daughter's aggrieved look, her heart surged with complex feelings, the words to the mouth and swallowed down.

	"Never mind, go back."

	Ten minutes later, the car drove into the JingYuMingFu district.

	The year before last, Lu Zhiqiao bought a house here, according to Jiangcheng's junior high school "nearby admission" policy, this area is considered a school district, the children can directly read the Jiangda High School, although the price is expensive, but worth the investment.

	When she got to the door of the building, Lu Wei got out of the car, turned her head to look at her mother and asked in a small voice, "Mom, aren't you going home?"

	"I'm going to work." Lu Zhiqiao looked at her watch, "You eat by yourself in the evening, remember to practice the piano, no TV and computer."

	"Okay."

	The car left in the dust, Lu Wei stood in place for a long time, until it disappeared from sight.

	Sunday afternoon, the Games ended, and Qi Yan contacted a moving company to transport the luggage and some of the furniture to the new house.

	Three years ago she graduated with a master's degree and returned to work in China. Her parents gave her a big hand and bought her a suite near the school to make it easier for her to commute to work. But these three years she lived at home, the new house has been empty after renovation, until this year to determine that they do not resign, continue to take the second students, only then ready to move in.

	She have been busy since the beginning of school in September, and managed to squeeze in a little time.

	The house is in the JingYuMingFu district, c building 9 floor, now the average price of 70,000, three years doubled, this side of the environment is good location, good access, not far from the JiangDa secondary school is not close, located in the downtown but peace and  clean.

	She didn't have much luggage and only a few pieces of furniture, most of the things in the new house are there, but cleaning is more time consuming. The house had been vacant for a long time, and there was a lot of dust, so she worked until dark to clean it.

	6:30.

	Tired of the afternoon, do not want to cook, QiYan take out the phone to order take-out, look around no want to eat, simply go out for food.

	She picked up her bag and carried the garbage out the door .

	The neighborhood has two households with one staircase, opposite each other's doors, there is a large garbage can in the stairwell of each floor, Qi Yan threw the garbage in, and when she came out, she inadvertently glanced at the opposite 901, her eyes turned back and pressed the elevator.

	The elevator digital display keeps going up and then stops.

	The door is open.

	A pair of long, straight legs into the eyes, the line of sight from the bottom up, black pointed high heels, narrow-mouth western pants, Kelly bag, waist windbreaker jacket, shirt buttoned to the top one, a cold breath sweeps across the face.

	The lines of sight met and Qi Yan was stunned.

	It's her again.

	When they met again unexpectedly, Lu Zhiqiao was surprised, and her expression was a little unnatural for a moment, but she quickly returned to normal. She slowly stepped out of the elevator, nodded her head and smiled lightly: "Is Miss Qi here for a home visit?"

	At first thought, this reason seems to make sense. On the day school started in September, Lu Zhiqiao was away on business, so she asked a friend to take her daughter to report to school and supposedly filled out an information sheet with her home address written on it.

	But today is Sunday, and it's already dark, and it's late at night, and there's no reason to visit the house without advance notice.

	When she said that, Qi Yan also thought of it.

	On the day of the school year, she saw the name of the district and felt familiar with it, but the house had been empty for too long, and there were many students and things were chaotic and mixed, so she put it behind her and forgot about it.

	"You live here?" Qi Yan asked instead of answering, glancing at 901.

	"Hmm."

	It is really a very wonderful fate.

	Qi Yan smiled and said, "It's a coincidence that I live across the street from you."

	Lu Zhiqiao looked at 902, her eyebrows twitched, did not speak, the bland color is a little tense.

	The previous year to buy a house, the property said the opposite door someone living, last year after the Spring Festival she and her daughter moved in, until now have not seen the opposite door open, let alone someone in and out. Now suddenly came a new neighbor, but is the object of her one-night stand, the child's teacher.

	Sometimes there are so many coincidences that it is hard to believe that it is really a coincidence.

	Qiyan seemed to see through what she was thinking and explained, "The house was bought a long time ago, but I only moved here today." Thinking about it, she added, "Personal reasons."

	After saying that, she offered her hand:"Hello, neighbor."

	Lu Zhi Qiao is still digesting this fact, lowered the ciliary feathers to look at her hands with long knuckles, hesitated for a moment, gently hold it.

	When she pulled away, QiYan suddenly pushed hard, clasped her fingers with her backhand and leaned in close, "Still working on weekends?"

	Low magnetic voice, gentle and charming.

	The two were extremely close, so close that they could feel each other's breath. The warm and hot breath intertwined, mixed with the familiar and nice cold fragrance, Qi Yan inhaled her nose, her eyes grew intoxicated.

	The red lips are close at hand, and the teary mole is so touching that her heart itches to kiss.

	Lu Zhiqiao suddenly remembered that night, her face was hot, rushed to push her away, fled like walking towards her own door.

	--Bang.

	The door was shut heavily.

	Qi Yan drove to downtown for dinner, because the mood was extraordinarily good, so she wandered outside for a while.

	When she came home at 8:00, she looked at the closed door of 901 when she got out of the elevator, she thought she was dreaming and had a peeping thought in her heart.

	Whether she is married or not, it will be clear when you go in and see.

	Once you have the idea, it is difficult to stifle, even if you force yourself not to think about it, it also lurks somewhere in the bottom of your heart, coming up from time to time to scratch, making your heart itch. If only for one night, forget it will be forgotten, but the intersection of more and more, want to forget is difficult.

	Qi Yan was distracted by her own stirring, but in the end it was still emotion that overcame reason.

	She found a bottle of wine and a box of chocolates from the cabinet, both gifts from others, carefully wrapped, not yet opened,  Just in time borrowing flowers and offering Buddha.

	Two minutes later, Qi Yan knocked on 901's door.

	The one who opened the door was Lu Wei, the childish face appeared behind the door, seeing her immediately stunned, exclaiming, "Miss Qi......" 

	The little girl's eyes widened in dismay, the first reaction thought that she came to the home visit, immediately panicked, turned her head to look at the house, and then turned back, emotions are written on the face, half a day can not speak a words.

	"Have you eaten?" Qi Yan asked in a soft voice.

	Lu Wei nodded stiffly, hmmm two sounds, wooden in place and do not move.

	In the end is a child, no adult smooth, character and overly some honest .

	"I just moved in today, just happen to be across the street at 902, from now on we are neighbors." Qi Yan sincerely said, handed her the chocolate, "a little gift, it is very tasty , try it."

	Lu Wei dumbly took it and was flabbergasted, "opposite ......?"

	Just now there was only panic, but now a bolt from the sky, her small world was completely stuffed with despair.

	Class teacher!

	Living opposite her house!

	There is nothing more terrifying than this!

	Qi Yan narrowed her eyes and smiled, asking, "Where is your mother?"

	"She ......" Lu Wei's scalp tightened as a clear, calm female voice came from the kitchen, "Niu Niu, who is it?" Then a figure walked out.

	Lu Zhi Qiao was wearing an apron, her hair was casually tied up, carrying a rag in her hand, slipping on her home slippers, a gentle and virtuous housewife look. When she saw Qi Yan, she subconsciously squeezed the rag tightly.

	Sparks burst between the meeting of eyes.

	"It's Miss Qi." Lu Wei looked to her mother and shrank.

	Qi Yan hooked her lips and nodded at her, her eyes were intriguing.

	Lu Zhiqiao avoided the woman's gaze and said to her daughter, "Go and do your homework."

	The little girl nodded obediently and went into the room with the chocolate in her arms.

	The air is suddenly quiet.

	"Is there something wrong, Miss Qi?" Lu Zhiqiao calmed down and asked politely.

	The rag was dripping with water, the tighter it was clenched the more it overflowed, her whole hand was wet, the coolness went up her fingertips and froze her slightly boiling heart.

	Qiyan stood outside the door under the lamp, her posture was beautiful, her long, shiny hair was hanging smoothly and flowing, she patted the red wine in her arm and winked: "I moved today and visiting neighbors, so please take care of me in the future."

	She was born with special eyes, between the red phoenix and peach blossom, slightly like the shape of a willow leaf, long but not thin, deep and sharp, eyes half containing autumn water, like a glass of brimming amber wine.

	Lu Zhiqiao was stunned, quietly looking into her eyes, thinking about that night was also the same.

	"Won't you invite me in to have a seat? Lu Wei's mom." Qi Yan raised her eyebrows, deliberately biting the last two words sound very heavy, her gaze meaningful.
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	The most secret feeling in Lu Zhiqiao's heart is that she thinks no one knows about it. She snapped back to her senses, her scalp tingled for a while, did not speak, turned sideways to open the shoe cabinet, took a pair of slippers and put down.

	Adults know best how to save face, and she should match her actions with a polite smile, as she did that day at the parent-teacher conference. But she was so bound by shame that she couldn't figure out what she was ashamed of.

	Qi Yan knew she was squirming, did not think so, stepped into the house to change slippers, closed the door, by the way, looked at the floor mat, there is no man's shoes.

	"You sit first." Lu Zhi Qiao avoided her eyes, finished turning her head and went into the kitchen.

	The water from the rag dripped all the way from the living room to the kitchen door, the transparent water stains reflecting the warm yellow light of the living room.

	Qi Yan put the red wine on the table, drew two paper towels, bent down to wipe along the route of the water droplets over, heard the sound of water running and dishes clashing in the kitchen. She converged her eyelids and smiled lightly, stood up, threw the paper ball into the trash, and turned towards the balcony.

	There were a few items of clothing sporadically drying on the drying rod, including school uniforms, shirts, socks, and women's panties.

	White, purple, simple style, Qiyan knew they felt good texture -- that night was white.

	No men's clothing.

	The house pattern is three rooms and two halls, fresh and elegant warm style, more bright and dark storage cabinets, you can see that the owner pays more attention to the practical function of furniture. The walls are hung with photo frames of different sizes, in which the light and dark junction lines of landscape photos are soft and subtle, looking very comfortable.

	Qi Yan swept the coffee table, no ashtrays, lighters and other objects, and went to the toilet to see, did not see razors and the like, the toilet lid is also closed, no trace of men's lives.

	The preliminary judgment is that there is no male owner of this home.

	She returned to the living room sofa and sat down, her thin lips tightly pursed, afraid that the throat of the secret joy overflowed, the whole person seems to be held by a feather, floating lightly in mid-air.

	Divorced? Or widowed?

	The joy could not be concealed, but finally came out from the corners of the eyes and eyebrows, Qi Yan secretly sighed at his low moral sense, but then thought, who does not have a dark side in the heart? She even fell in love with such a darker version of herself.

	The sound of water in the kitchen stopped after a short while, quiet for a moment, Lu Zhiqiao came out, has taken off the apron, revealing the inside of the stand-up collar shirt, the buttons are still buttoned to the top one, covered up tightly.

	She made a cup of flower tea and put it in front of Qi Yan, and then sat down on the single sofa next to her.

	"Do you bring up the children yourself?" Qi Yan gave a sip of tea, not hot, unexpectedly felt the taste was good, so she drank a few more sips.

	Lu Zhiqiao did not expect her to ask this, paused, a complex look in her eyes flashed, "Well."

	"Widowed parenting is common nowadays, and it's hard to be a mother." Qi Yan euphemistically said, with a few tentative implications.

	She held the cup with both hands, the glass wall was warm, the tea was still steaming, a wisp of smoke rose up and blocked her vision, the person in her eyes seemed to become hazy, how can not really see, only a few seconds.

	Lu Zhiqiao suddenly raised her eyes to look at her, eyes chaotic, seems to have something else to say, lips quirked a little, light smile: "Teachers are also quite hard, one person to manage the entire class of children, not easier than being a mother."

	Qiyan tense nerves, conscious that the two people are not very familiar, the other party does not need to give a clear account of privacy, further questions will reveal the mind.

	"This midterm, only Lu Wei failed math." She smiled and changed the subject.

	"However, the new first year of this situation is very common, need time to adapt, one exam doesn't mean anything, do not give children too much pressure."

	Thin lips lifted upward, smile gentle and lovely, although she was talking about serious things, but the eyes rolled with not so serious emotions.

	Lu Zhiqiao secretly wondered how this person knew what was in her mind.

	"Hmm."

	"What were her grades in elementary school?"

	"Good at language and English, not math."

	"Will it pass?"

	"About 70 or 80 points."

	Talk about children and grades, the topic can be opened, she looks a lot more natural, even her voice has softened a few points, Forget about the uncomfortable for now.

	The interior lights and shadows were bright, warm orange light spilled on Lu Zhiqiao's face, from her forehead to her eyes, and then to her nose, lining her skin like cream, delicate and smooth, beautiful as an oil painting.

	Before you know it, the two talked until after nine o'clock.

	Qi Yan felt it was time to go, she got up, Lu Zhi Qiao also stood up, walked her to the door and said modestly, "Lu Wei is at school, I have to ask Miss Qi to take care of her more."

	"I have always treated students as equals."

	"However--" Qi Yan suddenly grabbed her hand, long and slender knuckles firmly tightened, a little force will bring people into the arms.

	"Special care is not out of the question."

	The cold fragrance was inhaled between her nostrils, she smiled lowly and came to Lu Zhi Qiao's ear and gave her a peck, the long-suppressed joy spurted and surged, dominating her madness.

	Lu Zhiqiao tensed her back, subconsciously grabbed the corner of her shirt, only a moment palm is moistened with sweat.

	Qi Yan touched her face with the tip of her own nose, and murmured under her breath, "We're so destined, isn't it destiny, hmm?"

	Low voice tantalizes the heart.

	The two are next to each other, Lu Zhi Qiao's weight is unstable, only half leaning on Qi Yan, no matter which angle looks like she took the initiative. This is a very close distance, almost can see her face small villi, and then some deeper, She even caught the shyness in her eyes.

	Obviously strong reaction, but to desperately suppress, the more so the more tempting.

	She opened her lips slightly, showing an inviting gesture, Qi Yan's throat glided, one hand on the back of her head, took the initiative to kiss her lips. At first tenderly and carefully grind, slowly and methodically, then gradually deepen the attack.

	Her taste like aged wine, precipitated by the years, through the vicissitudes, mellow and thick

	"Umm--"

	Lu Zhiqiao responded unconsciously, the impulse in her heart like a fire, burning more and more. Knowing that this will not work, but powerless to resist, she was swamped by the wave, sucked in by the whirlpool.

	But at that moment, Qi Yan drew back and let go of her.

	"......"

	The heart plummeting downward, emptying a large section, Lu Zhiqiao trembled thick eyelashes, eyes showing wretchedness.

	Under the shadow of the lamp, her wet lips were bright and limpid, Redness due to congestion, like ripe fruit, attracting people to pick.

	"Rest early." Qi Yan smiled svelte.

	Lu Zhiqiao also woke up, lightly hmm, uncomfortably turned her head.

	The temperature and breath leave together, the door opens and closes, the boiling air returns to peace.

	Not long after, the sound of a second door closing came from outside, from across the room. She was silent in place, her mind blank, as if nothing had happened.

	The following day is Monday, Lu Zhiqiao went to work and sent her daughter to school by the way.

	Mother and daughter down to the parking lot, a long way to see Qi Yan standing by a white car, is looking down at the phone, next to the black A8 of Lu Zhiqiao, two cars next to each other, parked side by side.

	The parking space in the district must be paid for by the head of the household to buy another, since moved in, next to the location has been empty, last night Lu Zhi Qiao saw the white car, thought it was who parked, did not care, did not want to go up and met the new neighbors.

	Surrounded by empty space, the sound of footsteps is particularly obvious.

	Lu Zhiqiao carried a bag in one hand, pinched the car keys in the other, high heels stepped steadily and forcefully, before approaching, the woman lifted her head at the sound, and was obviously surprised to see them, "What a coincidence."

	"Good morning, Miss Qi." Lu Wei greeted obediently.

	"Morning." Qi Yan smiled and raised her eyes to look at Lu Zhi Qiao, "Sending the kid to school?"

	Nude leather jacket, inside a straight dress, looks less strong and cold, but more gentle and generous, elegant and sensible, quite a mature woman's style.

	She loves.

	Lu Zhiqiao nodded blandly and pulled the corner of her mouth.

	Last night lingers in her mind, and there seems to be a wildfire dancing on her lips, reminding her of the absurd things she did, and now even being polite greeting feels like torture.

	"It just so happens that I also work, so take her with me." Qi Yan raised her hand and knocked on her car.

	Lu Zhiqiao followed her movements to look over, a cursory glance at the car, the surface looks low-key ordinary, in fact, not cheap, their boss also has a car like this.

	The teacher's small salary, obviously can not support.

	She could not help but be curious, her eyes turned to Qi Yan, intriguing.

	Qi Yan thought she was hesitating, simply pulled Lu Wei's hand, "The road is blocked, and then dilly-dallying will be late." While saying that the side opened the passenger door.

	The scarier thing than the homeroom teacher living Opposite is to take the homeroom teacher's car to school. At least that's how Lu Wei felt, she didn't get in the car right away and hesitantly looked at her mother, her emotions were flowing out of her eyes.

	Not wanting to be disrespectful, Lu Zhiqiao nodded at her daughter, signaling that it was okay.

	Lu Wei:"......"

	The little girl resignedly got into the car.

	"Then I'll trouble Miss Qi." Lu Zhiqiao politely said, not wanting to say anything more, and was about to go around to open the door of her own car when her hand was suddenly caught.

	Her chest suddenly throbbed and she shivered slightly.

	"No trouble." Qi Yan shook her hand hard and came over slightly, lowering his voice, "You're so sensitive."
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	Noticed that there are children in the car, Qi Yan did not lean too close, but also gave Lu Zhi Qiao a few face, only in her shoulder lightly blow a breath.The lengthy heat spread to the ears, and the legs suddenly went soft.

	Not waiting for the woman to react to the struggle, she took the initiative to let go and turned into the driver's seat.

	Lu Zhiqiao stiffened and froze, seeing the car window slowly lowered, the person inside peeked out, "You black, I white, very matching."

	"......"

	The window went up again, not long after, the white car left first, Lu Zhiqiao looked at the exit of the parking lot, only a wisp of car exhaust in the line of sight.

	The drive from the neighborhood to the school takes only five minutes, but because there are so many red lights on the road, it's a bit congested, and it's a Monday, so you have to allow at least ten minutes.

	The first intersection that Qi Yan came out of was a red light.

	In the rearview mirror, a black A8 slowly stopped behind her, she pursed her lips and smiled lightly, turned her head and glanced at the girl on the right, "Lu Wei."

	The little girl was sitting in a disciplined manner, her nerves were extraordinarily tense, and as soon as she heard the teacher shouting she immediately turned her head and stared wide eyed.

	She only has eyes that look like her mother's, but the bone phase is very good, the skin is very white, is a beauty. Because there are too many students, Qi Yan usually did not pay much attention to her, a vague impression of this child is more introverted and quiet, and that's all.

	"Does mom always take you to school?"

	"No, I'm taking the subway by myself."

	"Daddy doesn't deliver?"

	The red light still has twenty seconds left, the sound of people and car sirens outside the window, Qiyan one-handed grip on the steering wheel, the other hand pressed up the right side of the window, the noise is isolated outside, she saw out of the corner of her eye the girl buried his head, delayed to answer.

	Last night she did not ask positively, Lu Zhiqiao also did not answer positively, some things involve principles, she is still uneasy, must be clear before starting.

	Nowadays, children are shrewd, ask too straightforwardly, it is inevitable to be suspected of intention, think about it can only be side tracked. But judging from the child's reaction, she may have guessed correctly.

	Just at the last second, Lu Wei whispered, "Dad passed away."

	The green light is on.

	Qiyan's hands are sweaty, slipping a little, almost hanging the wrong gear.

	"I'm sorry."

	The corners of her mouth couldn't help but curl up as she said, with no apologies inside, and even a little leap of joy.

	At 8:50, Lu Zhiqiao stepped into the company building.

	The whole building belongs to the New North Group, coordinates inch of land in the center of Jiangcheng CBD, mainly to do intelligent hardware and electronic product development. Lu ZhiQiao is a local, just graduated from college to work here, all the way up, to now more than ten years, has been among the top of the company.

	" Director Lu."

	"Hello, Director Lu."

	"Good morning, Director Lu."

	"......"

	All the way to the marketing department, employees all the way, Lu Zhiqiao nodded her head and smiled lightly, striding into the office.

	The blinds were drawn up, the sunlight from outside slanted in, very bright, and there was brewed flower tea on the table, still steaming. The assistant Xiao Wan was using the landline to make an internal call, and when he saw her enter, he hung up after a few curt words.

	"Director, Mrs. Shu wants you to come over."

	Lu Zhiqiao froze for a moment, nodded and put the bag on the table, "Got it."

	Marketing is a large department, subdivided into sales, marketing and public relations, she manages three departments, busy every day into a gyroscope, the leadership of the matter are directly call her cell phone, not so roundabout.

	She took the elevator to the twenty-ninth floor, knocked on the door of the general manager's office, and went in.

	"Mrs. Shu."

	A middle-aged woman standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling window talking on the phone, heard the sound and turned over, saw Lu Zhiqiao, smiled a little, eyes gestured her to sit.

	General Manager, Shu Minxi.

	Lu Zhiqiao hooked the corner of her mouth in a rare moment and sat down on the chair opposite her desk, waiting patiently.

	In her ear was a fluent Japanese, business-like tone that she couldn't understand but could guess was a work call.

	After a while, Shu Minxi hung up the phone, walked around the desk and sat down, and opened the door and said, "The delegation from Japan Taisei Corporation will come over next Thursday, and I need to receive it personally, but it collided with the time of the exhibition, so you have to run for me."

	Every year in early November in G city there is a large international trade show, exhibitors will be face to face with customers from all over the world, the company has always attached great importance to this piece, the past is the vice president led the exhibition, but the first half of the vice president left, the board of directors has not appointed a new candidate, this matter naturally fell to Shu Minxi head.

	But her day to day, very busy, things nine times out of ten to trustworthy subordinates to do.

	The exhibition is a meat and potatoes, the company's top management eyes red, who can take over, who can almost be said to be half of the ass sitting on the vice president of the position.

	Lu Zhiqiao is well aware of the twists and turns, just did not expect Shu Minxi will be so dry to give her the task, a moment to feel not so simple.

	"What, can't make the schedule?" Seeing her lack of response, Shu Minxi frowned slightly.

	It did happen suddenly and hastily.

	"If you can't find the time either, we'll have to choose someone else." The words carried a note of regret and a slight hint.

	Lu Zhiqiao hesitated for a moment and said, "I'm free."

	Originally she promised her daughter that they would go to a barbecue next weekend, but now it seems to be a bust. The exhibition lasts for two or three days, and it's back to work for another week, not to mention going out to play, not even rest.

	But the great potential promotion opportunity, she has no reason not to, as for the meat and potatoes why she was given, vaguely can also guess a seven or eight points.

	Shu Minxi breathed a sigh of relief, interlocking fingers and smiled: "I'll send the exhibition information and exhibition planning to your mailbox later, you've been there before, you can look at the adjustments yourself."

	"Okay."

	"Well, go about your business."

	Lu Zhiqiao got up, walked to the door and stopped.

	"Mrs. Shu."

	"what?"

	She turned her head and asked, "Is Chairman Aoki's daughter also in the delegation?"

	Shu Minxi was stunned, her eyes quickly darkened and she turned her face to the side without replying.

	Lu Zhi Qiao knew better than to ask, opened the door and left.

	Lu Zhiqiao called her daughter in advance and told her to have dinner by herself in the evening, then she was busy until eight o'clock before she came out of the office building.

	The evening rush has passed, the road is not blocked. Fifteen minutes later, the car drove into the community underground garage.

	Lu Zhiqiao parked the car, just opened the door, a white car drove over, the headlights waved twice, she looked up and saw that the car slowly stopped, the reversing bank was done in one fell swoop and parked securely into the next spot.

	As expected, met again.

	"work so late?" The car window was open and Qi Yan poked his head out to smile at her.

	Lu Zhiqiao closed and locked the door and took a few steps forward, "You too."

	The impression of junior high school teachers as long as they do not take graduation classes, working hours are basically eight to five, regular, where to come back only now. She can't think of what to say, also reluctant to say more, then respond and a sentence.

	"Accompany our deputy secretary to dinner, eat until now." Qi Yan helplessly said, closed the window to get out of the car and locked the door, "Come on, go up together."

	Lu Zhiqiao frowned slightly, not saying anything, and the two walked side by side towards the elevator room.

	The deputy secretary, sounding like a greasy middle-aged man of 40 or 50 years old with a big belly, she was not sure of the school's leadership hierarchy and only inexplicably felt uncomfortable.

	The elevator door opened and she went in first.

	Qiyan went in after, pressed the ninth floor, and suddenly spoke, "Female."

	Lu Zhiqiao froze and didn't say anything.

	The elevator rises slowly, the small space is silent, between the two separated by half a body distance, not too far not too close, the air is suddenly a little hot and dull.

	The tip of the nose lingers familiar scent, still that night in the bar smell, like cold citrus, and like the heavy thick sandalwood, cold and full. Qiyan does not often spray perfume, but know a little, her nose is very picky, spray street incense women are always tacky, but this person is different.

	"What perfume are you wearing?"

	Lu Zhiqiao glanced at her and said, "Artemis."

	"The Moon God?"

	"Also the goddess of hunting."

	After finishing the words, the elevator stopped at the ninth floor and the door slowly opened.

	Lu ZhiQiao took the lead and went out, followed by Qi Yan, her burning gaze staring straight at the back of her shoulder, "Wait a minute."

	The woman paused and turned sideways.

	"You left something here with me last time." Qi Yan looked down and rummaged through her bag, took out a small earring from it, put it in her palm and spread it out towards her.

	The luster of the broken diamond in the shadow of the lamp fine flash, bright and blinding, Lu ZhiQiao suddenly remembered that night, cheeks burned up, temples bursting straight jump.

	The smile in Qi Yan's eyes grew thicker, and she went up and grabbed her hand,  put the earrings in, and then slowly wrapped them up, and came up to her ear and whispered, "Fall on the bed we slept on."
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	can't remember when Lu Zhiqiao started to restrain her desire, Instead of saying too busy with work to think about private life, It's more like she feels guilty about it. She thought it was a pleasure, and she didn't deserve it.

	It is always difficult to fight against instinct, when she can not help but indulge, crazy, the inner condemnation like a flood, she will no longer be able to control themselves, it takes a long time to return to a state of self-restraint.

	But then she met Qi Yan.

	This person gave her the feeling that she was a raw beast in a svelte skin, a gentle knife with sharp teeth and claws that tore open her forbidden shell, a sharp blade that cut through her reserved skin and finally reached the depths of her heart with ease.

	Thinking about this, a psychological thrill surprisingly arose.

	Lu Zhiqiao stiffened her body and didn't move, the hand holding the earrings was wrapped in a warm palm, the temperature was like to melt her. She turned her face away, avoiding the burning breath in her ear, and whispered a thank you.

	Qi Yan smiled, didn't move further, and simply let go: "Good night."

	"......Good night."

	On Friday, the winners of the games were tallied and the certificates and prizes were distributed to the classroom teachers.

	When the initial registration is semi-compulsory, the leadership requires each class to participate in the number of at least fifteen, at least two projects per person, the class teacher must think of ways to mobilize students. Qi Yan did not take care of it, all by the children voluntarily, so the number of people did not meet the standard, was called to talk to the leadership.

	Never thought of the second class to win the most prizes after the results came out, which was a surprise.

	The second language class, Qi Yan moved a few minutes out before class, in the class read the names one by one to give out awards.

	The children are very happy. Perhaps they have just arrived at junior high school and are not yet completely free from the youthfulness of the elementary school stage, and have a strong sense of collective honor and follow the teacher.

	And Qi Yan clearly know, at most another six months, adolescence or sooner or later, to adapt to their junior high school life, self-awareness up, each of them have become the "old greasy", middle two and rebellious.

	Although there are individual differences, the total group is roughly the same.

	A forty-five minute class always goes by quickly, and Qi Yan's grasp of the classroom rhythm remains precise, and by the time the bell rings, she has just finished speaking about whats she has prepared for today's class.

	Then the eye exercise announcement sounded, and she waved towards the girl in the outermost position in the group by the window, "Class president come up."

	The class president stepped up to the podium to temporarily replace supervision, Qi Yan went to the toilet and came back to find the whole class doing eye exercises seriously, only Lu Wei had her head down, not knowing what she was tinkering with down there. Because she was sitting in the middle of the middle group, facing the podium, she could be seen as soon as she came in.

	Qi Yan walked over quickly, flexed her knuckles and knocked on the table and said coldly, "Bring out the phone."

	The voice was particularly abrupt in the quiet environment, Lu Wei's body shook a bit, jerked her head up, looking at her in a daze, the phone screen under the desk was still lit up, the top showed some line of black square letters.

	The class has sideways glances, forty-six gaze, such as forty-six needles, brush on the little girl's face, white skin soon flushed a scarlet.

	She pouted and handed over her phone with great reluctance.

	Qi Yan took it in her hand and weighed it, quite heavy, and then swept the screen, the above is the e-book "Triple Door".

	She was surprised, but did not say anything, turned back to the podium, put the phone and lesson plans together, and continued to supervise. When the eye exercise was over and the announcement sounded the prelude to recess, she said in a soft voice, "All of you go down and line up."

	After saying that, she looked at Lu Wei, picked up her things and left the classroom.

	The last class in the morning of Class 2 is Physical Education.

	The teachers have gone to class, the office is silent, the south window cast a large sunlight, is divided into pieces, evenly spilled on each desk, warm and open.

	Qi Yan had no class and was correction of essays. As she was the only one in the office, she could not help laughing as she corrected.

	The children's writing is very young, full of "greatness" and "truth and beauty" between the lines, individual students have a bunch of typos and sick sentences, or to keep running accounts, She, a greasy adult, looked at it and was nostalgic for her student days.

	Laughing heartily,a knock on the door.

	Qi Yan paused and looked up to see the office door being slowly pushed open by a small margin.

	"Miss Qi ......"

	Lu Wei came in from the outside, surveyed the office, found that the other teachers are not in, inwardly snickered, closed the door and jogged over.

	"Aren't you in gym class?" Qi Yan had already guessed what she was going to say.

	"Mr. Hu said we could move freely."

	Qi Yan asked, pretending to be cold, "Something wrong?"

	The girl nodded, look into her eyes and said in a sincere tone, "Miss Qi, I know I was wrong, can I bring my phone back?"

	"Where is it wrong?"

	"I shouldn't play with the phone in class."

	"That's good to know."

	Lu Wei bit her lower lip, fingers tightly twisted the edges of her school uniform, and whispered, "That phone ......"

	"Call your mother." Qi Yan said carelessly, her body leaned back against the back of the chair, deliberately cold down her face.

	Faced with this girl, it was impossible to avoid thinking of Lu Zhiqiao. The awkward and dramatic relationship between the two seemed to hinder her judgment; she could neither ignore her as she had done for the past two months, nor could she treat her differently from other students for fear of being subjectively biased and losing her principles.

	At this time she did not know that someday in the future she will have to curry favor with this child, and even love the house, and no longer care about what principles.

	"My mom is very busy, she doesn't have time ......" Lu Wei said halfway, thinking that this reason doesn't hold water. Sure enough, Qi Yan interrupted, "We're neighbors, it's convenient."

	"......"

	The little girl's face turned red, her eyes misted up, and tears fell in no time.

	Beautiful little child, even crying is so endearing, Qi Yan felt a poke in the chest, frowned and handed her the tissue, "When you make a mistake you should take responsibility."

	Lu Wei sucked her nose and silently wiped her tears.

	She also didn't understand why Miss Qi, who usually seemed gentle and cordial, suddenly became so cold, Where is Miss Qi, who can joke with everyone and comfort and encourage people?

	The more she think about it, the more aggrieved she has, and she can't wipe away her tears.

	"Class is almost over." Qi Yan looked at her watch, her face expressionless, "Do you want to be seen like this by the other teachers later?"

	Children's self-esteem is very strong, like Lu Wei such character will be more sensitive, more concerned about the views of others. Although her should not take advantage of the child's weaknesses, but for now it is important to send people away first, otherwise in case she is overwhelmed with motherly love and compromised, where is the authority?

	This has worked wonders. Lu Wei raised her head in a panic, glanced at the office door, scrambled to wipe away her tears, stifled her head and ran out.

	Qiyan breathed a sigh of relief, shook off her head, and continued to change the essay.

	In the evening, Lu Zhiqiao came home.

	She was physically and mentally exhausted from working overtime for a week. She felt guilty for not being able to spend two weekends with her daughter, so she bought some snacks and her daughter's favorite cupcakes when she went grocery shopping.

	The sound of a piano came from the secondary bedroom, she stood on the floor mat to change her shoes, backhandedly closed the door, the sound of the piano stopped abruptly, then the door to the secondary bedroom opened.

	Lu Wei did not dart out as usual, but first probed and looked before slowly walking over, "Mom ......"

	She looked down and squeezed her fingers, her voice like a mosquito humming, then her eyes fell on the cupcake and her eyes lit up.

	"Wow! cake!"

	"Have meal first." Lu Zhiqiao smiled and gave her the bag, "Put the cake in the fridge and eat it tomorrow."

	The little girl joyfully took it, gluttonous eyes stared straight for a while, although very eager to eat, but still listened to her mother's words, obediently put the cake in the refrigerator.

	Lu Zhiqiao take the vegetables into the kitchen, washed and dried her hands and put the other bag on the coffee table.

	"Niu Niu, tomorrow mommy is going on a business trip and will probably be back next Tuesday, these snacks are for next week, remember not to eat too much at once." She said in a soft voice, stroking her daughter's head, her eyes full of apologies.

	"And next weekend, can not accompany you to the barbecue. Wait for the Spring Festival when mom is on vacation, we will go on a trip together, OK?"

	The girl's face showed a lost expression, her eyes dimmed,but still meekly agreed.

	At least there's the Chinese New Year to look forward to, which is her favorite holiday, because it's the only day of the year they can enjoy private time, and her mom will make lots of delicious food, take her out, and stay with her all day and all night.

	Because it only happens once a year, it is precious.

	"Do not go out after dark, lock the doors and windows at night, no one at home to turn off the electric switch and gas valve, go to school and after school to call you, first practice piano and then homework, can not go to bed more than 10:30 ......" Lu Wei drops her eyelids, breaking her fingers to recite one by one, these are the notes that her mother has instructed countless times, she grew up remembering to grow up, has been well versed in.

	The girl's voice is sweet and crisp, her white face with a little childishness, but her eyebrows reveal a stoicism that does not match her age.

	Lu Zhiqiao listened quietly and could not stop her heart from heartache.

	This child is very well behaved, not much crying since childhood, rarely take the initiative to express what they want, Compared to her peers, she really doesn't need to worry. However, no child is not eager to be pampered, not eager to be noticed, too early to understand easily insecure, grow up difficult to make up for back.

	She understands, but there's really nothing she can do about it.

	The family only mother and daughter dependent on each other, these years she worked hard, trying to earn money, can not squeeze extra time to spend with the children, even care is a luxury.

	When her daughter was in elementary school, she was a semi-boarder, eating in the school cafeteria at noon and night, and was taken care of by her residential teachers. At the age of seven or eight, she could recognize most of the traffic signs, remember the names of all the stations of the five subway lines, recognize the direction and not get lost, and learn to take care of herself early.

	The person who caused all of this was her.

	No one would have had to live so hard.

	"Mom, I can take care of myself, so don't worry about going on a business trip." The girl raised her head and looked at her mother, her voice was low, her eyelashes were trembling.

	Lu Zhiqiao's nose was sore, did not speak, barely raised a smile, leaned over and kissed her forehead.

	"By the way, Mom, there's something ......"

	"Hmm?"

	Lu Wei bit her lips and lowered her head, pinching her fingers for a while, then grabbing the edges of her clothes, tangled for a long time before muffled, "Miss Qi asked you to get the phone ......"

	 

	Chapter.07

	 

	After eating dinner, Lu Zhiqiao knocked on the door of 902.

	From the step out of the house to the opposite side, but three or five steps away, she walked hesitantly until she stood in front of this door, her arms like lead, so heavy that she could not lift, as if behind the door is a flood of beasts, eat her and not spit bones.

	Living in a steel and concrete building in the city, there is no human contact, even door-to-door neighbors do not necessarily know each other, they just need to maintain politeness, no need to have any other communication. She held this thought and released much of it in recent days. The week's busyness also allowed her to leave all those feelings of embarrassment, shame and excitement behind.

	But what comes around cannot be avoided.

	The door opened quickly, as if the owner knew she would come and deliberately waited.

	When that face appeared behind the door, in the orange light, the back of her neck suddenly jerked, and all the emotions that had been left behind came back to haunt her, flooding into her empty heart.

	"Come on in." Qiyan smiled still gently, seemingly not surprised that she would come.

	In that moment, Lu Zhiqiao felt like she had entered the den of a beast.

	Qiyan wore pajamas, burgundy silk models, collarbone half exposed, tall, soft long hair draped behind, a strand fell in front of her body, set off by the light and black and bright. Her eyebrows are svelte, but her gaze is deep and sharp, like a gentle knife.

	She prepared slippers for her, which fit surprisingly well and were of a style she liked, plain and without much decoration.

	Lu Zhiqiao thought she would never step into this room of her own accord. In fact, she did not take the initiative, but came in passively. Since she came, she was inevitably curious. As soon as she entered the door, she didn't have time to take a look around, but she saw a huge photo of a naked woman hanging on the back wall of the TV set, with her private parts being very obscure and not exposed.

	The woman on the photo does not know, body type is so sexy, long legs, half leaning against the trunk, behind the lush mountains, fragrant but not vulgar.

	Lu Zhi Qiao's scalp abruptly numb, panic to move away her sight, but impartially on the Qi Yan smiling gaze, the other side turned her head to look at the photo, did not say anything, pulled her to sit on the sofa, poured her a cup of warm water.

	"Thank you."

	The couch is facing the photo, a little look up you can see, want to avoid can not avoid. Lu Zhiqiao picked up a cup and took a sip of water, using this to slightly lower her head, the warm water flowing down her throat, temporarily soothing her mind.

	Qiyan sat down next to her, picked up the black rectangular item sitting on the coffee table and handed it over, raising an eyebrow.

	LuWei's cell phone.

	Lu Zhi Qiao stalled, froze for a long time before taking it, eyes dripping with apologies, said softly, "Sorry, Miss Qi, the child has given you trouble."

	"No." Qiyan looked at her with burning eyes, " I just see her when she was doing eye exercises between classes today, she's still very serious in class."

	Lu Zhiqiao nodded gently and didn't say anything.

	The distance is but a stone's throw away, her ink-like eyes reflected Qi Yan's face, the lachrimal mole like a glistening full black pearl, vividly embedded under the end of her eyes, as if at any time will become a black tear and rolling down.

	It is said that people with teary moles have a bitter and sour life.

	That night, Qi Yan does not remember how many times she kissed it, only know that from the beginning gentle and careful, to later extreme madness, simply with a bite, hate to give it to bite down.

	Of course, didn't dare to push hard.

	"The school does not allow students to bring cell phones, I do not care is not good." Qi Yan said so, could not help but lean closer, smelled the "goddess of the hunt" smell, the tip of the nose set off an olfactory storm.

	Having said that, she did not dare to question herself whether she was acting in accordance with the rules and regulations or using this as an excuse to approach this woman. Perhaps both, but there's always a difference between less or more, so they are deeply wound up in it, pondering over and over.

	She has been in love for a long time and has seen a lot of people, she has never been able to do anything, so why should she be hurt by a one-night stand?

	"Miss Qi , I can understand your work, but I am usually very busy, often need to contact the child by phone, so the phone ...... she still has to bring." Lu Zhi Qiao lightly spoke, look a little despondent, even apologetic smile with a hint of bitterness.

	"But I will instruct her not to take it out at school and not to be seen by her fellow teachers."

	The school's rules are clearly so, but it's just a set-up, the number of students who secretly bring their cell phones can't be counted, and every day during the lunch break in the classroom team playing games, that shout a little louder will be spread to the teachers' office next to the entrance of the building, but no one will care.

	During class time, the teachers patrolled the hallways in their student uniforms, while the classroom teachers appeared at the back door or outside the window to catch them off guard.

	So there was an unspoken rule: it's okay to bring a cell phone, don't get caught.

	Qiyan wouldn't say this outright, she just laughed and turned to ask, "Oh, what does it do?"

	"......"

	For a long time, Lu Zhiqiao did not say anything.

	Qiyan knew better than to ask, raised her hand to ruffle her hair, straight and silky hair slipped through her fingers, casually scattered behind her shoulders, rich black melted into a blood red, seductive and feminine.

	"The phone, I can turn a blind eye."

	 

	She smiled sideways, the corners of her eyes and eyebrows blossomed into a gentle, suddenly the upper body tilted over and lowered her voice: "For your sake."

	Lu Zhiqiao quietly watched her ruffle her hair, and before she could slow down, her lips were suddenly hot, and the familiar breath swept over her, strong and gentle, squeezing her lips raw.

	She is fragrant, a cellar wine, a precipitated tea.

	So many beautiful women in the bar, each well-dressed, uncommonly beautiful, but in the eyes of Qi Yan is just a single empty symbol of the elements, but only this person, clean and crisp, like a sea, no one knows how deep she is, how vast.

	The so-called love at first sight, but is to see the lust.

	"Mmm..."

	The sound of entwined water stains.

	This person is experienced, is a veteran, Lu Zhiqiao brain fog, subconsciously responding, the heart of the small fire was hooked up to ignite, she was a little agitation.

	Qi Yan is right, she is really sensitive.

	"Shall we give it a try, hmm?" Qiyan suddenly stopped and took her face in her hands, her forehead pressed against it.

	Silk pajamas collapsed slippery, just some action, loosely open neckline more down to the side, collarbone with shoulder blades half hidden, like a large red plum paved with buried new snow.

	Lu Zhi Qiao took her eyes off her shoulder with difficulty and closed them, "Miss Qi, please have some self-respect ......"

	"Is that so?" Qi Yan kissed her lachrimal mole, "That's not what you said that night."

	"......"

	Speaking of that night, all of Lu Zhiqiao's inhibitions and self-control crumbled, remembering the entirety of that night, her heart pounding, the cherry color of Cherry spreading from her cheeks to her ears, too ashamed to speak.

	But, from the beginning to the end, she did not struggle, nor did she move to push the woman away.

	But Qi Yan took the initiative to release her, her fingertips gently hooked up a strand of her messed up hair, pinned it behind her ear, then along her jaw, sliding all the way to the tightly buttoned collar, staying for a moment before withdrawing it.

	Lu Zhiqiao trembled and opened her eyes, as soon as she looked up and saw the photo of a naked woman, her fingers suddenly tightened and she turned her face away in a panic.

	"That's a body art photo I took." The voice of Qi Yan in her ear was clear as water, she smiled and looked as normal, and did not seem to feel that there was anything wrong with hanging it in the living room.

	The details on the photo are shown to the fullest, at first glance it is inevitable that people think it is a painting. Lu Zhi Qiao sniffed and glanced at it again, lowly umph, extremely uncomfortable to stand up: "I will not bother you" Said politely smiled, quickly walked to the door.

	"Wait a minute."

	Qi Yan got up and went into the room, inside for a while, then came out with a book and handed it to her.

	Lu Zhi Qiao looked at the cover of the book, the name was "Triple Door".

	"Give it to Lu Wei."

	She had been gone for about half an hour. Qi Yan draped in a blanket and sat on the sofa, where Lu Zhi Qiao had just sat, felt out the cigarette case and lighter, and lit a cigarette.

	The fresh rose fragrance diffused between the mist, half of her charming and beautiful face was submerged, one leg stretched out straight on the coffee table, the other leg flexed, elbows supporting the knee, the fingers between the slender cigarette rolls, lazily leaning.

	Look at the art photos can be fascinating, the face gradually become Lu Zhi Qiao look, eyebrows cold and not to eat fireworks, but the eyes are written full of desire, a lachrimal mole charming, even if not close, just look at a distance, can not help but be hooked to the soul.

	When she was very young, QiYan knew she liked older women, or sisters, or aunts, they have an independent mind, have a wealth of experience, like the deep sky, you never know how high they are, like the vast sea, you never know how deep they are.

	They are tested by time, sinking in the years, exuding a reassuring charm that draws you in to want to explore and understand. She, on the other hand, was never looking for a sister or an aunt to take care of her, instead, she had a strong desire to protect them, and she loved the challenge and the thrill of the pursuit.

	After so many years of searching, except for her first love which is engraved in her heart, there is only this person in front of her.

	If Lu Zhiqiao can be her model, then she is willing to pick up the camera only for her in the future.

	And obviously this is not possible.

	Qiyan smiled to herself and sucked on the filter, the slender cigarette roll was suddenly burned off a large part , the ash fell on the tile floor.

	The phone kept popping up with WeChat message alerts, she picked it up and looked at it, the home school group was very lively, I don't know who sent a voting link, which caused parents to discuss, you said one thing and I said another, and soon it brushed dozens of articles.

	Qi Yan sent a sentence: Please don't gossip in the group。

	The most active ones are always those few, Cai xx mom, Hu x mom, Ouyang xx dad, Luo xx mom ...... The group was built late, and in just one week most of the parents who had spoken to her had an impression, with the exception of Lu Zhiqiao.

	No matter what she sent, assignments or notifications, many series of "received" in the frosty without that person, and for a while she wondered if Lu ZhiQiao was not in the group at all, as if she was transparent.

	The group went quiet.

	Qi Yan opened the list of members, followed the names one by one, and found "Lu Wei's mother" - the avatar was a field of violet flowers, and the nickname was a simple "Lu".

	She hesitated a few moments and clicked add.

	Nowadays, people do not leave their cell phones, WeChat is one of the most frequently used software, adding friends should be very fast. Qi Yan held such thoughts, until late at night, sent three times, the message is like a stone sunk into the sea, no half response.

	The next day is Saturday, Qi Yan got up early, opened her eyes and saw that WeChat was still not moving, her heart vaguely understood a few points. The first thing you need to do is to get up and get warmed up and change into your workout clothes and go for a run.

	When she stepped out of the house, the open door of the elevator was about to close when she took a few steps to run over and pressed the button outside, and the door opened slowly to both sides again.

	When she saw the person inside, Qi Yan's lips curled up in a light smile and she took the initiative to greet her, "Good morning."

	The smell of "Goddess of the hunt" permeated the closed and narrow space, sometimes cold, sometimes thick, closely attached to her nose.

	Lu Zhi Qiao stood on the right side, looking serious, saw Qi Yan come in and froze for a moment, then quickly withdrew her gaze. She is not wearing a shirt today, but a light-colored silk scarf is tied around her neck, still covered up tightly.

	"Morning."

	"Work overtime this weekends?"

	"Business trip."

	The scent was like condensation, freezing the air.

	The elevator descends one level at a time, and I don't know if it's an illusion, but today's speed is extra slow. Qi Yan stared at the doorway, seemingly muttering to herself, "Why don't you add WeChat?"

	 

	
Chapter.08

	 

	Last night's casual questions and gestures, misplaced into a test, a little understanding of the human condition should understand that this is the meaning of clear boundaries. The work is private, WeChat is also private, all their interactions are only floating on the surface.

	The original QiYan did not intend to ask, know ask out will make people embarrassed, but early in the morning bumped into, people are standing in front of their own, how can she hold back. In addition, there is also the hint of luck, perhaps the other party did not look at the WeChat.

	Lu Zhiqiao looked at her sideways, her long, thick eyelashes drooping, her lips wriggling, wanting to say something.

	At this time the elevator slowly stopped, the number shows the fifth floor, "ding", the door opened.

	The two middle-aged workers outside carrying the bed board to enter, see people, yelled a voice: "Eh, please give way ."

	Lu Zhiqiao was about to back up, and suddenly her wrist was caught up, brought to the left, the whole person with inertia to Qi Yan body, too late to react, the back across the two arms, she was firmly hooped.

	The workers carefully carried the bed board in, the already small space crammed with four people, two large bed board, a time more cramped unbearable.

	The elevator continues to descend, very quiet.

	Because of the unstable weight, Lu Zhi Qiao two hands to support the sedan wall, cheeks almost buried in the nape of Qi Yan's neck, mouth breath spiraling, tainted with the smell of this person and was sucked back into the lungs, as if with fire, everywhere is a burning sensation.

	Two people next to each other tightly, each other clearly feel each other in front of the raging, QiYan afraid that Lu Zhiqiao hit the edge of the bed board, two hands opened ten fingers, while protecting her back, while pressing into their arms.

	 

	Very soft, from the last touch to see, less said there C.

	Lu Zhi Qiao stiffened and did not dare to move, but her face was getting hotter and hotter, this position is like that night, she was forced to straddle seat Qi Yan's lap ...... And the hand on the back is the culprit, let her float up and down again and again.

	The sightline overhead lingered, she had to bury her face in Qiyan's hair, like an active embrace, sniffing the light shampoo scent between this woman's hair, heart rate climbing.

	Finally the elevator stopped, opened the door, workers carrying the bed board slowly moved out, she quickly broke free from the restraints, backed up, and walked quickly out of the elevator.

	"Aren't you going to the parking lot?" Qi Yan asked softly, holding the door for her.

	Lu Zhiqiao's footsteps lurched, and only then did she notice that it was the first floor outside, and folded back, pressing the negative floor button.

	Only the two of them were left in the elevator, spare her the reluctance to answer, considering that Qi Yan was the child's teacher, she couldn't be too rude, so she deliberately said, "If there's something wrong with Miss Qi, you can call or send a text message, you should know my mobile number."

	 

	Last night she saw the message, the first time, reason told her it was a sin, the second time, she was a little shaken, the third time, she began to hesitate, thumb hanging over the screen for a long time, and finally did not press down.

	If Qi Yan had sent it a fourth time, she might not have been able to resist agreeing.

	She did not know what was driving her, nor did she understand what she thought of this woman, as if everything had happened so naturally and unawares.

	A trace of fluke broke.

	Qi Yan looked slightly dark, did not make a sound, not to refute.

	Soon, the elevator door opened again, outside is a rough gray cement wall, the light is obscure.

	"Go ahead." Qi Yan smiled, "Don't miss the time."

	"......"

	On Sunday afternoon, Qi Yan received a call from her mother asking her to come home for dinner.

	The home in the most southern part of Jiangcheng rich people in the Ning Lake area villa group, adjacent to the Ning Lake wetland forest park, suburban clean, good environment, access to the people here are rich that is expensive, also includes  small star and rich family.

	Qi Yan often flirted with being the daughter of a wealthy family, even though she seemed to her friends to be an absolutely low-key rich kid.

	Qi Yan's father was in business in the early years, what industry have been involved in, earn a little money, as a small boss. Later he opened a factory to do OEM. It so happened that in 01 years when the country joined the WTO, foreign trade industry scraping the spring wind, large and small import and export companies like springing up, the supply demand is big, the factory business more and more prosperous, so all the way up to do, become a big boss.

	Until now, the Qi family's factories can form a group, the largest of which specializes in electronic parts processing, cooperation with large companies.

	Even so, the family still calls itself a "upstart family".

	Qi Yan drove the car into the courtyard gate, the family of three people, three parking spaces have a vacant. She got out of the car and went into the house, looked at the floor mats, knowing that her father was not there, and went straight up to the third floor.

	"Mom, I'm home."

	The balcony was well-lit, and a middle-aged woman leaned back in her chaise longue with a fat orange cat in her arms, her eyes unblinkingly fixed on the phone screen, so absorbed in watching that she didn't even notice people approaching.

	"Meow--" the orange cat purred and stretched out a paw.

	Qi Yan gently hold that paw, turned her head to look at her own mother, Ms. Lin, helplessly said: "Look at the fresh meat again, later someone jealous to turn over."

	When Mom and Dad started with nothing when they were young, they supported each other all the way through, nearly thirty years, the feelings are always very good, over half a hundred years old, rich and idle, the little life is very comfortable. But in recent years, Ms. Lin is hooked on the TV series of fresh meat, three or two days shouting to find the little wolf dog, although it is a joke, but Qi Dad not less jealous.

	Only to see Ms. Lin frowning, raising her hand to grab her arm, muttering under her breath, "It's horrible... Yan Yan, you have to look at this." Said the phone turned around.

	The screen is not fresh meat, but a microblogging news: a local key middle school, a second-year students did not turn in homework by the teacher criticism, discontent, with a fruit knife to the school to stab the teacher to death, but because under 14 years old and not criminally responsible.

	"Now the students are remarkable, criticize a sentence to kill, this is still a key middle school, Yan Yan, you say when the teacher is so dangerous, maybe you ......" Ms. Lin's face slightly white, shattered, arms shaking involuntarily, the orange cat in her arms nearly fell down.

	"Mom--" Qi Yan interrupted her with a smile, reaching out to pick up the cat, "It's not that exaggerated, it's just an isolated case."

	Ms. Lin frowned: "Not afraid of one in case, although the probability is small, but met is 100 percent."

	"According to you, so many people die in car accidents every year, simply do not drive."

	"......"

	Qi Yan hugged the cat and sat down, the palm of her hand gently stroked the soft orange fur on his back, the cat was so comfortable that he squinted, his furry tail wagging leisurely, a grandfatherly attitude.

	"Yan Yan, mom is worried about you, now when the teacher is not compared to the old days, when you went to school as a child, the status of the teacher is very high, students can be scolded and reprimanded for making mistakes, now? Today after dealing with unreasonable parents, but also have to worry about tomorrow will not be students stabbed to death, not to mention the other mess ......"

	The woman's mouth is open and she can't stop talking.

	The daughter is not interested in inheriting the family business and wants to do what she likes, but as a parent, she can't let her child suffer, and her meaning is obvious.

	Qiyan ears listening, but just pretend not to understand anything, silently jerking the cat adult, it's very happy, leaning back to stretch his legs and turn his belly, two paws hold her hand, meow meow meow.

	"Mom."

	"What?" Ms. Lin finally stopped.

	"In this world, there are still more good people."

	"But......"

	"There are positive and negative sides to everything, although I have been angry with individual students, but think of most of the children are so innocent and lovely, it is relieved. I will weigh these things myself, and you can chase your fresh meat without worrying." Qi Yan smiled and comforted, came to her cheek and kissed.

	The corners of Ms. Lin's mouth curled up and she shook her head and sighed: "I can't say you how to do, it's just that."

	They chatted for a while, and in the evening, the nanny aunt bought food and came back to cook, and Qi Yan's father also came back.

	Usually on weekends he is at home with his wife, today is a temporary business trip to the factory, reluctant to leave in the morning, now enter the house with a smile on his face, very happy, asking questions without saying, only juggling out the gifts bought for mother and daughter.

	When the family sat down at the dinner table, he said solemnly, "New North wants to cooperate with us."

	"Which New North?"

	"New North Group."

	"Ho-" Ms. Lin laughed coldly, "The wind and water are turning."

	Qi Yan's father also laughed, both sarcastically and smugly.

	Qiyan didn't know what mom and dad were playing at, and only felt foggy,Ms. Lin gave her a chopstick of food and explained:"This company is proud as hell.we talked about a collaboration earlier.Dislike our company's small sizetemporary reversal,It was probably when you were in high school."

	"After looking for a foreign factory, the results of this year because of the policy problems closed down, the goods can not be supplied." Qi Dad said.

	With that said, Qi Yan roughly understand.

	The Qi family is now very careful to select the object of cooperation, the assessment process is also cumbersome and complex, after all, the reputation of the big, to cherish the feathers, not what a cat or dog can look on.

	"I have a friend who works at the New North Group headquarters, should I go to her some day to find out more?" Qi Yan mused, "She doesn't know my family situation."

	The couple stared at each other in a daze, and Qi's father took a sip of the wine and asked, "What is the position?"

	"The project director of the foreign trade division, should be middle management?" Qi Yan was a little uncertain, having spent a long time in school, she was not familiar with the hierarchy of positions in private companies.

	"It's useless, you have to be at least at the director level to possibly know a little bit of specific inside information." Qi's father shook his head.

	"That's not necessarily." Ms. Lin looked at her daughter, "Yan Yan, some day you find an excuse to go to the headquarters in New North to see your friend, invite people to dinner, speak better in person ......"

	Qi Yan made an ok gesture, "I'll take care of it."

	It's a new week and finals are getting closer. This year, the Chinese New Year came early, which means that the holidays are also early, and teachers of all subjects are intentionally or unintentionally speeding up the progress so as to leave some time for students to review in general.

	On Tuesday morning, Qi Yan got up late and went down to the parking lot before remembering that her car was restricted today and could not be driven.

	Delayed a few minutes, this point will also be blocked by taxi, helpless, she squeezed the subway for the first time since work, to arrive at the office before class. Two classes in the morning, class three and class two, the first and second respectively.

	Halfway through the second class, her cell phone on the lectern suddenly vibrated.

	The caller ID read "Qiao".

	 

	Chapter.09

	 

	It lies quietly in the address book list, did not ring, nor was it searched for, even if accidentally seen by others, can not guess who it is.

	The classroom was quiet, so the vibration sound seemed abrupt, Qi Yan never answered the phone in class, but the moment she saw the memo, her heart felt like it was gently scratched by a cat's claw. In full view of everyone, she froze on the podium for a few seconds, countless thoughts and guesses flashed through her mind, but finally pressed the no button.

	The phone didn't ring again, and the second half of the class became extra long.

	When the bell rang, QiYan grabbed her cell phone and walked out of the classroom quickly, like a wind at the bottom of her feet, flipping out of the call log to call back.

	"I was just in class and couldn't answer the phone." Once connected, she did not wait for the other party to speak, first an explanation, before the tone of voice eagerly asked, "What is it?"

	"Miss Qi, sorry to disturb you." On the other end came Lu Zhiqiao's warm and clear voice, polite as always, with an apology.

	"When I was parking just now, I accidentally hit your car, look at approximately when I'll be back, let's negotiate about compensation."

	In that instant, Qi Yan suddenly felt her whole body being thrown up high and falling down heavily, she took a light breath and asked an irrelevant question, "Not working today?"

	Lu Zhiqiao was confused, and only after a long time did she reply, "Back from a business trip."

	"Okay.

	The eye exercise was a bit loud, overshadowing Qi Yan's painless response. She propped her elbows on the corridor railing, her eyes squinting slightly in the slanting sunlight, and her brow wrinkled.

	"Miss Qi?"

	"I still have classes in the afternoon, about three o'clock back, you take a photo of the place you hit and send it to my microletter, the rest will be discussed when I return."Qiyan said in a light voice, the slightly wrinkled brow gradually loosened, spread flat, and then the corners of the mouth had a shallow curve.

	There was a pause there and a response.

	Hanging up the phone, Qi Yan was late to enter the classroom, standing in the corridor dazed.

	The car was hit, normal people will be more or less unhappy, but she did not. She did not care about the car, did not care where it was hit, was hit into what, just feel blessed by the disaster, but a little bit of joy.

	That's when the phone screen lit up and a WeChat message popped up.

	The person who resisted a hundred times few days ago, but had to take the initiative to add friends today, probably very squirmy, right? Qiyan looked at her phone and smiled, and through verification, the person sent five photos in a row.

	She did not look, the other side of the note changed to "Joe", and then top, starred.

	Going back in the afternoon, Qi Yan went to the parking lot and looked at her car.

	The right headlight cover was cracked, and the paint was cut with a few black marks, and the front cover car paint was rubbed off , revealing an ugly chip. She did not care, called the insurance company, said she drove into the wall accidentally, and then sent a message to Lu Zhiqiao.

	I'm home, come on over.

	At this moment, she received a text message from the express sation and she went to pick up the delivery, and then carried a large box upstairs.

	The door knocked as she went inside to wash her hands and change her clothes, and Qi Yan used her feet to push the box next to the coffee table and went to open the door.

	Lu Zhiqiao stood outside, looking a little tired, but still smiled apologetically at her, "Miss Qi."

	Without speaking, Qi Yan gestured for her to come in.

	"The accident of the car, I have reported to the insurance company,, and then--" Lu Zhiqiao said while changing her shoes, the pair of slippers she wore last time were still placed next to the floor mat, neat and tidy, as if they were waiting for her on purpose.

	"There's no rush, sit." Qi Yan smiled gently, naturally grabbed her wrist and sat down on the sofa.

	Directly opposite still hangs the bold and revealing body art photo, the woman on the photo stares at them momentarily, as if she can walk out of it at any time. Lu Zhiqiao is very uncomfortable, only slightly lowered her head, half drooping eyelids.

	Qiyan said nothing, pulled open the drawer and took out a hobby knife, moved the box by the coffee table over and cut the tape along the seam - she took care of herself to open up the delivery.

	A box full of finger covers, flowery.

	Lu Zhiqiao looked at the side, the brain a buzz, suddenly blushed and ears hot, panic averted her eyes, pretending to be distracted to look elsewhere.

	Qi Yan took her embarrassment in her eyes.She raised the corners of her lips, and did not break it down, slowly and methodically picking up the whole. This box of finger covers is a mixed buy, there are glossy, burst beads, floating dots and other styles, there are also free small toys inside, she prefers to change the pattern.

	The sound continued for a while, Lu Zhiqiao embarrassed to the extreme, fingers tightly interlocked, the temperature of the face down into the viscera, a brain remembered some chaos, unconsciously thought of that night.

	In the final analysis, she is thirty years old, but this experience is so poor, how can see these things and then blushed.

	Finally, Qi Yan moved that box to the corner.

	"The accident with the car was a little bit bad."

	The position of the side gently sink, Lu Zhi Qiao just turned her head, just can see QiYan hand playing with a box of blue finger cover, finished this sentence, just tear open the plastic seal.

	She couldn't avoid it, blushing as she watched the woman unpack the box, "Does that mean it's hard to fix, or......"

	"The headlight is very easy to repair, the paint is more troublesome." Qi Yan said carelessly, the box has been opened, but she did not take out the contents, but threw it to the side, raised her head to look at Lu Zhiqiao.

	"The original imported paint, money does not necessarily buy."

	"Even if the reservation arrives, I have to wait for it to be delivered, which means I have to go on the road with scratches in the meantime, which affects my mood, so what do you think, what should be the mental damage?"

	A soft and gentle voice, with a smile in her eyes, she said while leaning over, her warm breath spraying directly on her face.

	Lu Zhiqiao leaned back slightly, trying to avoid it, but Qi Yan moved faster, one hand behind her head, one hand clamped her chin, thin and moist lips close, ingratiating touch, and then relentlessly bite down.

	But not really hard, very light, seems to be sucking.

	The sudden excitement exploded like fireworks, Lu Zhiqiao's breathing stalled for a few seconds, her heart pounding violently and rapidly, an indescribable excitement and impulse rushing into her brain, more so than the alcohol of that night. 

	Again, at such a moment, Qi Yan left her lips and ambled over to whisper in her ear, "Be my model, okay?"

	That temperature suddenly disappeared, Lu Zhiqiao has not yet reacted, was shocked by her words, opened her eyes to see that art photo, suddenly awake, full of resistance inside.

	"You don't have to take your clothes off." Qiyan added, kissing her earlobe.

	Lu Zhiqiao's lips opened and closed, the words did not exit, the phone rang, she panicked and pushed Qi Yan away to get the phone, is the insurance company's customer service phone.

	Just said a few words, Qi Yan a snatched the phone, put it to her ear, tone lazy said: "Hello, I am the owner of the hit vehicle, do not need to pay, we settle privately, goodbye." After saying that, she immediately hung up and hid the phone behind herself.

	Lu Zhiqiao looked at her quietly, her eyes turned from suspicion to complexity, her heart was very unpleasant.

	She understands what Qi Yan means, but it is because she understands that she feels that this should not be the case, she has never asked for help as a last resort, after all, owes people favors than owes people money more trouble.

	"The compensation should still be paid, I don't want to owe anyone anything."

	"Then compensate yourself to me."

	"Qiyan, you are my daughter's teacher."

	"Finally, you're willing to call me by my name."

	"You ......"

	Qi Yan reached out with her long arm and hooked it around Lu Zhi Qiao's waist, softly saying, "I mean, you being my model is the best compensation, where do you think, hmm?"

	The scent of "Goddess of the Hunt" lingers on the tip of the nose, the first smell only feel cold and detached, for a long time will smell the dark feelings, the transition from the first to the second smell, as she is, buried deep under the glacier of fire.

	She has seen through her.

	This kind of gentle smile always has a cunning meaning, like catching the prey after playing with interest. Lu Zhi Qiao realized that she was molested, could not help but secretly chagrin, she usually do not easily show emotions, calm and self-contained accustomed, but in front of this person is unbearable, by a couple of words disturbed faint head.

	"I like photography in my spare time, taking photos of people as well as landscapes, it would be better if people and scenery were integrated, but it's not easy to find models that catch the eye, and I think you fit my aesthetics perfectly." Qi Yan touched her face with the tip of his nose, and her tone was sincere.

	"Promise me."

	The nasal breath of a burst, warm and abrasive, can not avoid, Lu Zhi Qiao completely can not open the mouth of refusal, the brain is dizzy, vaguely answered an okay.

	Qi Yan curved the corners of her mouth, the end of her eyes and eyebrows blossomed into a light smile, brimming with water eyes reflecting her crimson lips, itchy heart, could not help but kiss it ......

	 

	Chapter.10

	 

	Kissing to the depths,Qi Yan let go of Lu Zhiqiao at the right time,Looking at her clearly wanting but restrained and repressed look, there is suddenly an indescribable feeling in the heart.

	She said Qi Yan was the child's teacher, meaning that in her opinion two people should not have a relationship beyond the established boundaries. That night was a chance accident that could be treated as if nothing had happened, but to continue like that was not an option.

	Why not? Qiyan could not understand.

	When she first joined the school that year, her teacher told her that there were three bottom lines that could not be touched, one was accepting gifts, the second was scolding students, and the third was teacher-student romance.

	Teenage children are not deeply involved in the world, their minds are relatively simple, ignorant, in a relatively closed campus environment, the most frequent contact with only classmates and teachers, in a sense, the teacher is their "piece of heaven", so it is easy to fall in love with the teacher, take this admiration as love.

	Feelings in unequal relationships are mirrors and do not count.

	But she and Lu Zhiqiao is not a teacher-student relationship, and single, have not touched any moral bottom line, but somehow in the other side of the mouth has the meaning of "against morality".

	The two sat in silence, looking at each other without words, Lu Zhi Qiao thin lips half open, red face and low breath, because of the silence of the moment and very clear. For a moment, she looked away. "If it's all right, I'll go back."

	"Going to Ning Lake Park for a location shoot this weekend?" Qi Yan grabbed the back of her hand, her voice faint.

	"Business trip."

	"You always seem to be busy."

	This is like a poke in Lu Zhiqiao's sore spot, she was grabbed the hand curled up, eyes mixed with infinite confusion, but only for a moment, and soon regained clarity. "Very important work, I had to go."

	She rarely spoke more than a few words, even if they did not contain any useful information. Qi Yan looked at her drooping thick eyelashes, suddenly a little greedy, and asked softly, "When will you be back?"

	"Probably next Monday."

	"You're not at home, is Lu Wei alone?"

	Lu Zhi Qiao frowned slightly, curled fingers clenched into fists, a little force, nails poked into the palm, "Well, she can take care of herself."

	The hand that wrapped around her also tightened, the temperature burned, she came back to her senses and struggled to try to pull away. Qiyan also wanted to say something else, the words to the mouth and swallowed, with her struggle to move a little bit to loosen the hand ......

	Jiangcheng's autumn wet, cold and rainy, a rain after the temperature dropped seven or eight degrees, the cold air is raging, the sky is buried by thick and heavy clouds, the whole week did not see the sun.

	A few children in the class have a cold, aheming in class, Qi Yan in the group urged parents to pay attention to their children's health, she also put on warm fleece pants, the teachers in the office is a hand a thermos, hot water every day without interruption.

	Earlier she was still young, winter also fearless to drink cold water, Wear clothes to poise and not temperature, now almost 30 years old, gradually began to pay attention to health.

	There were a few showers over the weekend, and it was cold and bone-chilling outside.

	The car was sent for repair, and then to the parents' house for dinner, about 3 p.m. take a taxi back. It was not raining when she left the house, but now it is raining outside.

	The cab stopped at the entrance of the community, the window glass was foggy, she paid to get off, holding an umbrella and walked inside, just entered the door of the unit, saw a thin figure standing in front of the elevator, waiting for the elevator down.

	"Lu Wei?"

	The little girl stood there with her head down, wearing a purple autumn coat, holding her hands in front of her backpack, her shoulders shaking slightly, turning her head at the sound of the voice, a clear and tender white little face stained with water droplets, wet hair sticking to her skin in front of her forehead, it was a mess.

	"Hello, Miss Qi." She spoke with a thick nasal voice, her voice was a little hoarse, and her amazed black eyes looked at Qi Yan.

	Only then did Qi Yan realize that the little girl was drenched, like a chicken in soup, and she went up to hold her shoulders, frowning and asked, "Where did you go? Why did you get wet like this?"

	"I had piano lessons and forgot to bring my umbrella." Lu Wei said truthfully, sniffled, and ahemed twice after finishing.

	Qiyan was stunned, the child was still fine in class on Friday, only one day did not see the cold serious like this, and now the rain, a careless very easy to cause complications. She was about to ask her mother how not to pick up and drop off, when she suddenly remembered that a few days ago Lu Zhiqiao said she had to go on a business trip for the weekend, and there was only the child at home.

	The elevator stops on the first floor and the door slowly opens.

	Qi Yan took the girl inside and went up to the ninth floor, "Your mother is not home, right?" While saying that, she took her towards 901, her tone was anxious, "Hurry up and take off your wet clothes and take a hot bath."

	Lu Wei looked at her in surprised, wondering how the teacher knew that her mother was not in, turned her head to the door of the house, she has a little panicked, "Miss Qi, I can do it by myself ......" 

	Since the last time Qi Yan surrendered her cell phone in the classroom and asked her mother to get it back, she has been a little afraid of the teacher, even though her mother didn't say anything to reprimand her that day when she returned. In her heart a teacher is a teacher after all, no matter how pretty and occasionally how gentle they look, their relationship is never equal, they can't be friends and they can't get along comfortably.

	The girl's voice was like a mosquito, but it made Qi Yan instantly awake.

	Master had also warned her, now as a teacher, do a good job within the matter is enough, don't motherly heart flooded, too much too wide, otherwise in case of coincidence, what happened, in the end, others do not appreciate, they also have a mouth to defend.

	As a teacher, her due diligence is in the classroom, and she doesn't have any extra need to take care of her students during the after-school hours.

	After all, the status of teachers is not what it used to be.

	Qi Yan released the hand holding her shoulders, hanging in mid-air, although being convinced by himself, but still not too relieved, then admonished: "After the shower to immediately blow dry your hair, turn on the air conditioning, remember to take cold medicine, if there is any discomfort, call my phone, or go to my home to find me." After saying that, she smiled and touched the girl's head.

	Lu Wei nodded obediently, "Okay."

	She watched the girl enter the house, Close the door and stand in a daze, staring at the same place. until her legs went a little numb, then she snapped out of it and turned around to go home.

	Autumn and winter days are short, less than six o'clock it will be dark, the city's tall buildings lit up among the starry lights, outside there is still a cold drizzle, the windows condensed a layer of foggy vapor.

	Qi Yan made the meal and thought of Lu Wei at home alone, so she was ready to call her over for dinner. A few steps away, she just stepped out of the house, looked at the number 901 on the opposite door sign by the light, and she froze in place.

	Master's words repeatedly echoed in her ears, constantly ringing her alarm bells.

	Once she had an attack of kindness and took the initiative to send a boy a long way home, only to have the boy lie about his address and play outside when he got to the place and waited for her to leave. The parents after work and found their kids don't at home, called the classroom teacher, then rushed to the school to find the boy, watched the surveillance, and flatly concluded that she scheme to misbehave the student but she was at home having dinner at the time.

	The incident alarmed the leadership, but fortunately the boy later returned home himself and explained the truth to his parents, so that the misunderstanding could be lifted.

	She is still haunted until now.

	"Qiyan, put away your holy mother heart, other people's children have nothing to do with you."

	The so-called "others" are not others, is Lu Zhi Qiao, although they are not any relationship, but also not strangers.

	Qi Yan hand on the wall, the cold touch through the bone a stirring, she retracted her hand, eyelashes in the bright limpid light trembled, and finally dismissed the idea and returned to the house.

	The rain has not stopped, the night is getting deeper and deeper, the rain is getting heavier and heavier.

	It is close to ten o'clock, Qiyan finished preparing for class early to lie down on the bed, while putting on a mask and brushing the phone. There are several parents in the home school group discussing homework, she roughly scanned the two eyes, did not say anything,and cut out.

	The top starred chat box, never had a red dot, that day after adding friends, in addition to the car photos sent by Lu Zhiqiao, the two did not chat a word. The time on the message page shows Tuesday, unknowingly several days have passed.

	Numerous times she wanted to say something, fingertips on the keyboard repeatedly point, edit a sentence and delete a sentence, but never sent.

	Lu Zhiqiao's circle of friends is very clean and boring, no photos and daily, only every now and then forward some news links, from which the content can be roughly inferred that she is doing sales-related industries, so it is not difficult to understand why she is always so busy.

	Outside the window rain on the leaves of the trees ticking sound, air conditioning heater blowing leisurely, the orange light above the bed lit up the whole bedroom, warm and soft.

	Qiyan stared at Lu Zhiqiao's WeChat avatar, the large elegant and noble purple, a person like her. Looking at it, the violet gradually transfigured into purple clothes, and remembered Lu Wei again.

	Saw the little girl this afternoon, and nasal congestion and aheming, a sickly look, there is no adult at home, it is really poor, her heart is always unsettled.

	Put down the phone, closed her eyes and lay down for a while, she suddenly sat up , lifted the facial mask off her face, threw it into the waste basket, went to the bathroom to wash her face, then put on a piece of clothing, grabbed the keys and went out, knocked on the opposite door.

	Even knocked and rang the doorbell, but no one opened it for half a day.

	Qiyan was uneasy, thinking that the child may have fallen asleep, did not knock again, was about to turn around and go back to the house, the door suddenly opened.

	A ray of light leaked out and the house was lit up.

	"Miss Qi" Lu Wei was wrapped in a thick blanket, looking sickly, her whole face was so red that it was almost dripping blood, aheming continuously between words, unable to stop shaking.

	Qi Yan frowned and raised her hand to probe her forehead.

	 

	Chapter.11

	 

	The temperature burns under the palm of the hand, Qi Yan breathing a stagnant, feeling very disturbed.

	This child is in a fever, but did not say a word in the house, cold into this rather wrapped in a blanket to carry rather than call her, but fortunately she come over to see, otherwise let this go on, the next day is afraid that the brain is burned.

	In that moment, she was both scared and angry, and said sharply, "Didn't I say that you should call me if you are unwell? You don't even know you have a fever?" While saying that, she took the person into the house and closed the door with her backhand.

	"Where's the thermometer?"

	The air conditioner in the living room was running, the air was warm but dry, Lu Wei was pressed to sit on the sofa, curled up with her body that kept shivering cold, her voice was hoarse: "TV machine the cabinet below ......"

	She ahemed a lot, Qi Yan listened more and more worried, rummaging through the cupboard to find the thermometer, and hurriedly give her body temperature. Looking at the girl's red face, and her anger disappeared without a trace, leaving only an uncontrollable heartache.

	Maybe it's because she's getting older, every time she saw a nice, pretty little girl, she was filled with softness and couldn't help but be overwhelmed with motherly love. Although not their own children, but the maternal feeling seems to be common, she can not say why.

	"Where else do you feel uncomfortable?" Waiting for a few minutes, Qi Yan poured a cup of warm water to feed Lu Wei to drink, the palm of her hand gently patted her back, her voice unconsciously put gentle.

	Lu Wei had to stop and aheming when she took a sip of water, her small hand clutched the blanket and pressed it to her chest, her voice like a little cat humming: "Here...ahem...it hurts ......" aheming hard at once, she opened her mouth and took a sharp breath, like she couldn't breathe, crystal tears seeped out of the corners of her eyes.

	Is that place--

	Lungs? Heart?

	Qi Yan suddenly looked grave, her brow furrowed.

	With the recent drastic cooling, many people are catching colds.She thought the child had a bad cold because of the cold and would be fine after taking some medicine and resting, but the chest pain and difficulty in breathing that accompanied the cold symptoms might not be so simple.

	It's about time, Lu Wei took the initiative to take out the thermometer, Qi Yan took it to the light and looked at it - 40℃!

	"Okay, we must go to the hospital ......" she said to herself, put the thermometer on the coffee table and gathered the blanket for the girl, "Lu Wei, wait for me here for a moment, don't close the door. " Said quickly got up and left.

	Qi Yan went back to the house to dress and pack up, took a down jacket of her own over to Lu Wei to put on, then helped her downstairs and took a taxi to the children's hospital.

	Outside the cold night wind, the rain is still falling, Lu Wei fever drowsy, eyelids drooping, motionless curled up in Qi Yan's arms, breathing heavily between the nose, Qi Yan hold her hot hand, feel her shivering incessantly, a moment of anxiety like burning.

	In the heart can not help but blame Lu Zhiqiao, busy with work is no reason to leave the child alone at home. Where are the grandparents? Where are the relatives such as aunts and uncles?

	The children's hospital was full of people, from 11 or 12 years old to a few months old, brought in by their parents. There was a long line at the outpatient clinic, but because there were so many people, the line went pretty fast with eight consultation rooms open tonight.

	The outside of the clinic was filled with parents, mostly young mothers, their children were small, some cried incessantly, they were waiting for the number while coaxing their children, their eyes full of anxiety and fatigue. Qi Yan looked at them and unconsciously hugged Lu Wei tightly, thinking that she had become a mother.

	When it was their turn, Lu Wei was very cooperative with the doctor, answering what was asked and trying to express herself clearly even though she was feverishly confused.

	The infusion room was filled with wailing.

	The nurse gave Lu Wei a needle, the little girl was a little scared, craning her neck into Qi Yan's arms, but suddenly remembered something and didn't move again - this is Miss Qi, not her mother, she should behave better.

	Qi Yan naturally felt the child's fear, and hugged her tightly, softly reassuring: "Don't be afraid, the nurse sister will be lighter." After saying this, she smiled at the little nurse.

	Buried in front of a small head, warm, heart are going to be melted. Who doesn't like a beautiful, well-behaved and lovable child?

	"I'll call your mother first." Hang on the needle, Qi Yan's  heart temporarily settled down, pour the child a cup of hot water, take out the phone.

	"Don't...ahem ......" Lu Wei made a weak sound and lifted her small burning red face, looking at her pitifully, "Mom is very busy...ahem...don't disturb her ......"

	Qiyan froze, amber eyes reflected the girl's tender face, her heart repeated her words, suddenly very unpleasant.

	Where there is such a good child, sensible let a person love dearly.

	"Okay, then don't tell mom first." Qi Yan said softly, her heart softened a few more points, lovingly stroked her head and let her lean against her body.

	The infusion took a long time and the night was getting late.

	At this moment it is already one o'clock in the morning, the room is brightly lit, the sound of children crying intermittently. Lu Wei is asleep in Qi Yan's arms, Qi Yan is fighting hard not to doze off, but also do not dare to move the body, to her as a pillow, afraid to wake her up.

	The girl's eyes are tightly closed, her delicate little nose is a little red, her breathing is still heavy and hot. Qi Yan lowered her eyes to gaze at her sickly face, there is a warm current from the bottom of the heart, slowly flowing throughout the body, can not help but hook the corners of the mouth, a moment of rush of thought.

	In fact, today she can not be nosy, after all, is not their own children, no obligation and responsibility to take care of, and there has been a previous lesson, enough she long to remember, stay away from it. But she remembered Lu Zhi Qiao, thinking of the other day in the eyes of the miserable and helpless, the heart is like a hidden wrapped in what, indescribably heavy, the brain also can not think, behavior is not controlled.

	Or perhaps, the child was too poor, too sick, she could not bear to see her unattended, and took the risk on her own, regardless of the consequences.

	Maybe both, maybe which is more important, she can't identify, because she is overflowing with saintly hearts, or because of Lu Zhiqiao.

	After the injection, at 2 a.m., the rain stopped outside.

	Considering that there was no one at Lu Wei's home, Qi Yan brought her back to her house. She thought the child would be very resistant, but she was surprisingly obedient and did not show any reluctance from the beginning to the end, obediently taking the medicine prescribed by the doctor and lying down on the bed.

	The bedroom is air-conditioned and the orange lamp is warm and soft. The little girl is lying motionless on the right side of the bed covered with a quilt, her eyelids half-closed and refusing to close. She is still coughing and her forehead is still a little hot, but her face is not so red.

	Qiyan filled a thermal insulation cup with hot water and placed it on the bed, stroking her forehead with her palm, smiling gently, "Go to sleep, mom will be back tomorrow."

	"Miss Qi... ahem... Don't you sleep? ......"

	"I'll sleep when you're asleep."

	"Okay."

	Lu Wei obediently closed her eyes, a cough and a cough, Qi Yan dimmed the light of the lamp, lifted the quilt and sat on the left side of the bed, picked up her phone and quietly shot a small video at her.

	Open WeChat and send it to Lu Zhiqiao.

	"Lu Wei has a fever, is a mild pneumonia, I took her to the hospital for an injection, now at my home, just after taking the medicine to sleep."

	"Stable situation, no need to worry."

	Thinking about it, Qi Yan subconsciously felt that Lu Zhi Qiao is not the kind of parent who will be unreasonable, but the child is sick should always let the mother know, that it is early in the morning, by tomorrow morning she will be able to see.

	Don't know when, the coughing stopped and the sound of even breathing gradually came from the side ......

	The next morning, Qi Yan was awakened by the phone ringing.

	She grabbed the phone to look at the caller ID "Qiao", the chaos of the brain suddenly awake, connected before she have time to speak, the ear is Lu Zhi Qiao's anxious voice: "Miss Qi , I am at your doorstep ......"

	"I'll be right there."

	Qiyan finished hanging up, quickly climbed out of bed, slipped on her slippers and went to open the door.

	 

	Chapter.12

	 

	Open the door, Lu Zhiqiao stood outside, looking tired, her hair was a bit messy.

	"Miss Qi--" she let go of the luggage in her hand and grabbed Qi Yan's wrist, worry flowing from her red-blooded eyes, "How's Niu Niu?"

	See more of this person clear and cold and unperturbed look, such a big mess or the first time.Qiyan was surprised, a moment before she came back to her senses, holding her hand back, and said in a warm voice: "The fever has gone down, still sleeping, you go in and take a look." After saying that, she pointed to her room.

	Lu Zhiqiao's hands were cold, covered with the smell of frost, she couldn't care less about being polite.changing her shoes, she rushed eagerly into the large bedroom. A cool breeze poured into the room with her movements, and Qi Yan shivered, bringing in the suitcase outside by hand.

	Because the curtains have not been drawn, the room is somewhat dark, the girl lying on her side curled up in the quilt, eyes tightly closed, breathing evenly, it seems not disturbed by the outside world movement, sleeping soundly.

	Lu Zhiqiao gently sat on the edge of the bed, reaching out to touch her daughter's face, momentarily remembering that her hands are too cold, and then retracted, placed on the side of the neck and covered, to be warmed up before carefully stroking the child's soft face, a little to move to the forehead.

	Without the expected hot temperature, she breathed a long sigh of relief, hanging in the throat of the heart finally put back into the belly.

	Qi Yan leaned on the door, silently gazing, saw her hand on the neck to cover a moment before touching the child, saw her long slender eyelashes in the dim light trembled weakly, saw the corners of her mouth rose little by little, thin lips slightly open exhaled breath, but could not see what emotions she had in her eyes.

	She gently walked over and squatted beside Lu Zhiqiao, but her gaze fell on the girl's face and whispered, "The temperature has cooled over the past few days, many children in the class have colds, Lu Wei may have been infected. Yesterday afternoon I ran into her returning from piano lessons ......"

	She briefly told the general situation, skimming over her inner turmoil at the time.

	"I'm not qualified to judge anyone, but it's indeed not appropriate for you to leave the child alone at home when she's so young." Qi Yan's voice was soft, but in a complaining tone.

	Lu Zhi Qiao quietly listened, frowned, eyes full of guilt and self-recrimination, she took a deep breath, whispered: "I'm sorry ......" to Qi Yan, for adding to the trouble, but also to the child, because they neglected to take care of.

	The sleeping Lu Wei moved, coughed twice, and then slowly opened her eyes.

	"Mom ......"

	The thoughts were interrupted by this raspy and faint voice, Lu Zhi Qiao raised her eyes to look at her daughter, her gaze became soft for a moment, delighted: "Niu Niu...mommy is back ......" she leaned down and kissed her daughter's forehead, her voice was a little shaky, "Still uncomfortable?"

	The girl drooped her eyelids, shook her head, coughed intermittently, took her two little hands out of the covers and reached for her, mumbling, "Mommy, hug.

	The sick child is fragile, Lu Zhi Qiao as a mother how to withstand this kind of act like a spoiled brat, the heart is soft to a mess, rushed to carry her into the arms, and then pulled the quilt to cover tightly.

	" Ahem...ahem ......" Lu Wei tried to speak but kept coughing, and within a few moments her little face turned red and she wrapped her arms around her mother's neck.

	Lu ZhiQiao increasingly blamed herself, gently patting her daughter's back, using her cheek against her forehead, "I'm sorry, baby, it's mommy's bad ......"

	Being completely ignored, Qi Yan silently got up and withdrew and brought the door with her, giving space and time to both mother and daughter.

	Sleep late, get up early, Qi Yan stood in front of the mirror with cold water to wash her face, brush her teeth, just to chase away the sleepiness. The southern city is not heated in autumn and winter, outside a dozen degrees, the house is also a dozen degrees, so although the brain is awake, a hand is cold and red.

	Originally she was thinking of switching two classes with other teachers today and staying home to take care of the kids, but since Lu Zhiqiao is back, she has no need for that.

	Out of the bathroom, Qi Yan looked at the closed door of the room, and then look at the living room TV backdrop.quietly breathed a sigh of relief - last night to bring Niu Niu back, while the child was drowsy and not paying attention.she hastily put the nude girl photo away in her study to avoid embarrassment.

	It's okay to molest Lu Zhiqiao, but Niu Niu is still young. she is not so bottomless.

	It's not too late to make breakfast at this time, Qi Yan usually home alone, only do their own amount of food, this time cooked three porridge, three eggs, fried a plate of sliced toast.

	Not much later, she put the finished breakfast on the table, a turn, saw Lu Zhiqiao leaning outside the door by the corner, her back to the direction of the table, head slightly lowered, the shoulders trembled more than once.

	Qi Yan took few steps forward and heard a very soft and thin sobbing sound, and then saw the woman raise her hand, seemingly covering her mouth, and a low whimper came from her throat.

	Her heart trembled and she didn't dare to come any closer, so she just froze silently in place.

	From the back, Lu Zhiqiao is very thin, slender frame small, but the backbone is always straight, looks tough and confident, the aura is quite powerful.

	The first time QiYan saw her in the bar, a cold and lonely with the surrounding people do not fit in, and then the parents' association will meet again, the breezy and courteous look captures the heart and mind, and then, after a series of encounters, see through her calm and cold face hidden under the fire of passion, but only now know that her vulnerability comes so quickly.

	Last night, she complained that the mother did not care about her children, but today, how do she know how many burdens are carried on each other's tender shoulders?

	Qiyan's mind is in turmoil, the heart is like being gnawed by dense worms, spreading a subtle sourness and astringency.

	After standing for a while, Lu Zhiqiao back against the wall, closed her eyes and tilted her head to take a deep breath, then slowly turned around and was caught off guard when she bumped into the dazed Qi Yan, looking slightly stagnant, eyes a panic.

	Her eyes were scarlet,  were filled with tears, her cold and delicate face was covered with transparent water stains, a lachrimal mole became more and more vivid and compassionate, but also very wretched. Qiyan's heart suddenly pumped, brought two tissues to her, hesitated for a moment and wiped away those tear marks for her.

	Lu Zhiqiao woke up, raised her hand to press the tissue and turned her back to wipe haphazardly twice.

	"The doctor said, take the medicine and rest on time, it will heal in one to two weeks." Qi Yan said in a warm and comforting voice, one hand on her shoulder, patting it gently.

	Lu Zhi Qiao lightly inhaled, the bottom of her eyes again covered with a layer of water mist, said softly: "Thank you this time ......"

	The words were said, but she did not dare to look at Qi Yan, her eyelids kept blinking, forcing back the tears.

	Qi Yan gazed at her face with a gentle expression, and then carefully hugged her from the side: "In the future, if you go out of town on business, you can let Niu Niu come to my house."
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	The side of the ear fluttered warm breath, boiling itchy tease, Lu Zhi Qiao suddenly a shiver, unconsciously biased head, the outline of the ear coincided with the lips of Qi Yan. She wanted to hide, but her emotions came up and she couldn't control herself. then no movement, just let the other side hold.

	Qi Yan was sure she wouldn't push away, so she tightened her arm and took advantage of the situation to give her a peck on the cheek: "After all, a distant relative is better than a close neighbor."

	At this time Lu Zhi Qiao mixed feelings, can not even care about being taken advantage of, full of self-recrimination and sorrow, and the embarrassment of being caught out of shape., so that the temperature of this person in turn let her feel at ease.

	Seeing that she looked sad and did not say anything, Qi Yan did not say more, but quietly held her, and she breathed with the same frequency.

	For a moment, Lu Zhi Qiao small struggle, from her embrace, softly huffed and said, "Miss Qi, I'm sorry, and give you trouble again, Niu Niu's medical expenses ......"

	"If you don't eat breakfast, it will be cold ." Qi Yan interrupted with a smile, dropping her arms and turning to the table, "Should I get Nui Nui up?"

	Lu Zhi Qiao's eyes were red, looked at the table is still smoking hot breakfast, mechanical like walking over, sit down, she rushed back early in the morning, did not eat anything, this moment is indeed a little hungry.

	"No, I'll let her sleep a little longer."

	Qiyan nodded, served a bowl of porridge and put it in front of her, fine white wrist stretched out the cuff a small half, "My first time cooking for others." Said and added with a smile: "First love are not this treatment."

	Lu Zhi Qiao was stunned, somehow attention on the word "first love", a little curious thoughts, but quickly disappeared without trace, said thanks, lowered her head with a spoon stirring the porridge, tasted a bite, the taste is not bad.

	"Being in sales is indeed quite tiring." Qi Yan was peeling eggs in her hand and suddenly muttered to herself. Her long, slender fingers were jade white and her nails were cleanly trimmed.

	Lu Zhiqiao knew that she had seen her friends circle, so she no longer hid anything, lightly agreed and continued to drink porridge.

	"Does it have to be this desperate?"

	"The monthly mortgage is more than 30,000, food, clothing, housing, transportation, children's education, everything is money." Lu Zhiqiao has never been one to ramble and complain, and seldom tells people about this. Perhaps the shock of her daughter's illness was too strong, and her emotions were a bit mixed up.

	"Or, to put it another way. If I'm not a woman of living color, how will my children have poetry and vision."

	It's rare that she's willing to talk more.

	But this woman is too calm, even if the emotions are not very stable at the moment, the eyes are still no ripples, only a light sourness floating on the surface, that is the reason for the party has cried.

	Qi Yan sighed and put the peeled eggs into her bowl, "What year were you born?"

	"1986"

	The round egg sank into the porridge, and Lu Zhiqiao fished it up with a spoon and took a small bite.

	Qi Yan said in amazed, "So young?"

	At only thirty-two, she has a twelve-year-old daughter, which by extrapolation means she gave birth at twenty, just before she reached the legal age of marriage. Could it be that she was marriage arranged following a pregnancy? But to get married and have a child at the age of college is a little too early.

	Lu Zhiqiao paused, suddenly realized what, looked a little unnatural, no answer. "And you?"

	"1991"

	Three years a generation gap, rounded up, two generation gap.

	Because of her illness, Lu Wei had to take time off to recuperate at home. she did not go to class for a whole week and fell behind on many new contents. Lu Zhiqiao still went to work every day, but would take time to come back at noon to cook and leave work on time in the evening, not taking work home with her.

	This state of affairs lasted only two days before it was broken by Qi Yan without a word.

	At first, that person just came over at noon to help make a meal, later, as long as there is no class will come home, giving Lu Wei extra lessons and tutoring homework by the way.

	After her daughter's illness, Lu Zhiqiao no longer feels awkward when facing Qi Yan, and the distance between them seems to have grown a little closer. She can convince herself to accept Qi Yan's help as a neighbor, but she cannot accept Qi Yan's special help for her daughter with peace of mind.

	"Other parents hate it when teachers pay more attention to their children, but you are not, I send over all do not want." Qi Yan held Lu Zhi Qiao down on the sofa, wrapped like a snake, kissed all over from forehead to chin, and finally stopped at the lachrimal mole, gently grinding it with her fingertips.

	Lu Zhiqiao's heart is in a mess, thinking about many things, so there is no half-hearted resistance, let her do what she wants.

	Today, she came back from work to see Qi Yan teaching her daughter to write the test papers, that a large small two shadows sitting in front of the desk, the light is warm, the photo is harmonious and warm. She was surprised and felt more heartbroken and ashamed.

	These were supposed to be her duties as a mother, but for years she never did her part in this regard, and now suddenly someone else has taken her place, and that person is not obligated to do it.

	Moreover, the Education Bureau has regulations prohibiting teachers from private paid tuition, although Qiyan is unpaid, but always unfair to other students, on the one hand, she was at a loss, on the other hand, worried that it would harm each other.

	The rest, she didn't want to think about.

	"No, I really can't give you any more trouble ......" Before the words were finished, a hot, wet breath landed on her eyelids and she subconsciously closed her eyes with a muffled sound in her throat.

	Qi Yan kissed the teary mole, palm cupped her face, and said in a soft voice: "Because it's you, I would love to."

	"Miss Qi"

	"Call the name."

	Lu Zhiqiao suddenly red face, lips wriggling half a long time, froze can not shout out.

	"Hurry up." Qi Yan pretended not to see and strongly urged.

	She is at least a senior executive in the company, the workplace over the crawl, what people have not seen, but folded in Qi Yan here. So helpless compromise: "QiYan ......"

	Qi Yan smiled in satisfaction, and kissed her again on the lips, slightly lowered her head, the long, dark, soft hair scattered down, said the inexhaustible charm. "I will not impose, if you do not want to accept, I will not go, but there is still a month to final exams, the first year of learning and the foundation, Niu Niu fall behind these, it is difficult to make up in the future."

	She said very serious, Lu Zhiqiao momentary speech, into a contradiction.

	In the short term, the score may not be important, but learning is like building a house, the foundation is not laid properly, and what is done is a dangerous building.

	Seeing that she did not say anything more, Qi Yan gathered his arms to hold people tight, the tip of his nose against his face all the way down, smelling her fragrance, then also no longer polite to contain the piece of lips, softly and carefully sucked.

	"When are you free, let's go take photos?"

	"...... New Year's Eve." Lu Zhiqiao closed her eyes and responded vaguely, and both hands couldn't help but climb on Qi Yan's shoulders.

	This person is very skillful and knows where her sensitive spots are, and a few random touches can easily make her collapse. Before she intended to keep her distance, she could barely restrain herself, but now she doesn't know whether she owes a favor to someone or something else, she can't even make a cold face, she just feels like a fish on a plate, at her mercy.

	"Good." Qiyan also lost control a little, under the gentle skin is a beast heart, impatient.

	But she finally released Lu Zhiqiao.

	The two shadows are closely fused in the light, Lu Zhi Qiao leaning on the sofa, eyes blank and confused, mouth slightly open, small breaths, the buttons of the pajamas are also open two, wretched and seductive.

	Qi Yan, however, desperately suppressed her inner desire, deliberately not to look, only kissed the lachrimal mole, softly said: "It's very late, go back to rest."

	Friday morning after class, Qi Yan back to the office to take a break, just chatting with colleagues of few words, her friend Chi Nian called, said she was promoted, to invite her to dine to celebrate.

	Chi Nian is a friend of Qi Yan in the photography circle, the same age as her, the two usually have time to meet together to take photos, exchange photography stuff, the three views are quite compatible. The only difference is that Chi Nian is a straight woman, newly married a year, and Qi Yan is lesbian, still single.

	The difference in sexual orientation does not prevent the two from befriending each other.

	Chi Nian University of international trade, came out directly engaged in foreign trade industry, currently working in the new North Group headquarters, the first two years rose to the supervisor, this year and promoted to the regional manager, the momentum is just right, last year and childhood sweetheart boyfriend got married, and now career love double success.

	The two of them had an appointment to eat at a Japanese restaurant near the New North Building, because Chi Nian had to work in the afternoon, it was not convenient too far, and Qi Yan did not have classes in the afternoon, it did not matter.

	"Such a big happy event, I should treat you to dine." After meeting and chatting for a while, the two of them went into the tatami box and sat down, and Qi Yan directly pushed the menu to Chi Nian. "Order whatever you want."

	A few days ago she promised her parents that she would come over to find a friend to find out what was going on, originally to invite Chi Nian to dine, now there is a ready-made reason.

	Chi Nian has a loli face, and the body of the serious light mature style dress does not match in the slightest, but the face is good, there are also a few strong women in the workplace temperament. She smiled at Qi Yan and raised her eyebrows, "Then I'm going to be rude."

	"Don't ever be soft." Qi Yan laughed.

	Although it says so,Chi Nian however is not the kind of person who takes advantage of her friends. gauging how much she was eating, she randomly ordered two things. Qi Yan disliked her little bird stomach, and added some more dishes.

	Not many people in the restaurant, still clean, waiting for the dishes, the two chatting and catching up.

	"Other companies are busy at the end of the year, we are more and more idle, the salesman under the daily only to send correspondence, maintain the old customers, large single are afraid to take."

	"Why?"

	Chi Nian sip lemon water, lowered her voice and said: "Some time ago, the factory with our company had an accident, can no longer schedule production, new goods can not be supplied, can only send hoarded goods."

	Qi Yan was still deliberating on how to ask, but she didn't expect Chi Nian to take the initiative to say it. She pretended to be careless and said, "It would be good to change the partner."

	"Talking with Senyang Technology, but I heard that it was a hard bone to chew, and I don't know how it happened, the job fell to our director."

	Own company was said to be hardcore, Qi Yan more curious, opened her mouth, about to ask, the waiter knocked on the door one after another to serve food, interrupting the conversation between the two.

	When Qi Yan asked up again, but by Qi's father right, Chi Nian is not too clear about the details of the situation, only she know is also a colleague's mouth to hear the vague news ......

	After dine, Qi Yan proposed to go inside the building to have a look, and Chi Nian gladly agreed.

	New North is a large company, the whole building is very elegantly decorated, the staff inside are all in high spirits, every word and action are rules and regulations, Qi Yan grew up free and loose used to, stay less than a few moments will feel suffocated.

	She sat in Chi Nian's office for a while, drank a cup of coffee, got up to leave, Chi Nian said to send her, and the two went together to wait for the elevator.

	After passing the bathroom, Qi Yan suddenly smelled a familiar cold fragrance, but did not stop, walked straight past, and then heard the sound of high heels out, she subconsciously turned her head to look and saw the side of a woman's face.

	The lachrimal mole at the end of the eye is very clear.

	 

	Chapter.14

	Special people always have a special smell and trace, even if they are mixed into a sea of people.

	Qiyan stopped and kept her posture of looking back unmoving, with only the woman's back in her sight - the other party didn't notice anyone over here, and came out to turn a corner towards the office area. The sound of high heels faded away, steady and strong, leaving only cold fragrance in the air.

	"What's wrong?" Chi Nian folded back, following her rigid gaze, and saw the back of her boss.

	She knows Qi Yan's sexual orientation, and more clearly what type of women Qi Yan likes, immediately understood, kindly introduced: "That is our director." After saying this, she gently bumped her with her shoulder and squeezed her eyes, "What about it? A lot of men in the company drooled over it."

	Qi Yan frowned slightly, watched the woman disappear around the corner, and asked sideways, "What's her last name?"

	"Lu."

	"Is that your immediate superior?"

	"Yeah." Chi Nian nodded, her eyes meaningful, "You're not falling for her, are you? But don't think so, she already has a child."

	The implication is that married, married women, never.

	Qi Yan turned back to the line of sight, staring straight at the place where the woman disappeared, amber eyes can not see the slightest emotion, the more calm the face, the more the heart is turned upside down. Of course she knew that Lu Zhi Qiao had a child, but was not married, she just sighed at the creation of people.Fate is such a thing, is it really predestined by fate.

	"You just said that the talk of cooperation fell on your director?"

	"Yeah."

	"Why?" Qi Yan withdrew her eyes and turned around to continue walking towards the elevator. Maybe felt that it was too blunt to ask so, so she added a joke: "The thing that should be talked about by the boss, handed to her, is bullying her to look pretty?"

	Chi Nian was amused, rushed to keep up with her and laughed: "Not even seen on the front face, and then began to pity the jade, really is you."

	A meeting was held for two hours, Lu Zhiqiao came out of the conference room, her face as cold as frost, the managers who followed her were silent, the atmosphere did not dare to come out, each returned to their posts and pretended to be ostriches.

	"Director, this is the record case from the negotiation with Sen Yang ten years ago, I've sent the electronic version to your email." Xiao Wan put a pile of documents on the desk, seeing her boss's bad face, her tone was cautious, and she turned around to make tea after she finished.

	Lu Zhiqiao agreed and sat down, rubbing his temples tiredly.

	The original cooperation with the company to supply parts of the foreign factory, because of the impact of policy issues closed down, unexpectedly cut off the goods. The company began in September to find a new factory, but either the production standards are not qualified, or too small to rely on, several rounds of screening down, only Sen Yang Technology meet the requirements.

	The two companies are now equal in size and strength, cooperation should have been happy, But ten years ago Senyang Technology was let down by the companydamaging the reputation, and now it is a little tricky to talk again.

	The other day Shu Minxi personally went to talk once, but did not, so this hard bone fell into the hands of Lu Zhi Qiao - in the eyes of others may seem difficult to gnaw, but she felt there was hope, willing to give it a try.

	Xiao Wan placed the brewed flower tea on the table and quietly withdrew, Lu Zhi Qiao picked up the cup and took a sip, open the file and browse.

	"knock knock"

	"Come on in."

	The office door was pushed open and a man wearing glasses peeked in, "Director, can I bring the new product review case ...... a little later?"

	"As I said, before five o'clock." Lu Zhiqiao said indifferently, glancing at her watch.

	"But there are three more sheets in the atlas that are not ready and can't be rushed out at once, conservatively estimated to take half an hour."

	Lu Zhiqiao frowned: "What's going on?"

	"Our department's design is simply infuriating, yesterday I told her to hurry up and finish the rest of the diagram, but when I asked her for a diagram, she actually still has three not done, said other departments temporarily assigned her an urgent job, too busy ......" said the voice is getting louder and louder, as a manager, angry image is all gone, almost burst foul mouth.

	"I said, you're in our department, how can you do it for someone else first? And she sophomorically said that was ......"

	"What do you think has gone wrong in this matter?" Lu Zhiqiao was most annoyed with complaints and excuses, interrupting him in a cold voice with a somewhat impatient tone.

	The man justified: "The design does not know first come first served, the other departments interfere with the line, the two parties are at fault."

	Lu Zhiqiao closed the folder with force, leaned back against the back of the chair, folded her fingers, looked at him with seriousness , and said word by word: "This kind of thing happened because the cooperation process between the department and the department is blurred, what you have to do now is not to blame anyone, but to develop interdepartmental cooperation norms, write a clear process, who knows, who decides, who is responsible. Not to solve the problem at the root, only to find the surface of the problem, similar things will happen in the future."

	Her voice was stern and cold, and her words were explicitly pointed out and reprimanded, so that the man with glasses was speechless.

	"Five thirty at the latest." After saying that, Lu Zhiqiao waved her hand at him and signaled to go out.

	The office was quiet again, she pinched the bridge of her nose, took two sips of tea, and continued to read the record case. At this time the phone shook, the screen popped up WeChat message.

	Miss Qi: What time does the shift end? [[Photo]]

	Lu Zhi Qiao clicked in and looked at it, it was a photo of two big bags of fresh vegetables that Qi Yan bought. She returned: [six o'clock]

	Me and Niuniu are waiting for you to come back for dinner.

	She was stunned, rushed to edit the text, "do not bother" has not been sent, Qi Yan and sent: [when shooting the photo let me take a few more].

	This person is really, through the screen can know what she is thinking, and even do not give her the opportunity to refuse. But it's good, human contact, mutual return, no one owes anyone.

	The road was jammed after work, and it was almost seven o'clock when she arrived home.

	The kitchen was filled with the sound of clashing spatulas, and Lu Zhi Qiao stood in a daze at the door after changing her shoes, as if she thought she had entered someone else's home for a moment. She put down her bag, followed the sound and smell into the kitchen, saw Qi Yan wearing her apron standing in front of the stove, skillfully frying vegetables, her heart snapped.

	"I'll do it." She went overboard and stepped forward to help.

	Qi Yan was first stunned look, and then a smile appeared on her face, shaking her head: "No, the last dish, go tell Niu Niu to wash her hands and eat."

	Lu Zhiqiao pursed her lips, always felt that her eyes had a deeper meaning, but finally did not say anything, turned her head and went out.

	The door to the second bedroom was hidden, with the headlight and desk lamp turned on inside.Lu Wei was sitting at her desk with her head buried in her homework when she noticed someone coming in and stopped writing and turned her head: "Mom!"

	"Doing your homework?" Lu Zhiqiao narrowed her eyes and smiled, stroking her daughter's head.

	The young girl nodded and held up her index finger: "Just one question away."

	After a week of continuous medication, the child's pneumonia gradually improved, the past two days have been not much cough, but the cold is still not well, still runny nose. This weekend Lu Zhiqiao was able to take two full days off, and made an appointment to take her child to the hospital for a review, to be cured before returning to school.

	After writing that last question, Lu Wei consciously packed up her stationery and inhaled her nose: "Well, it smells good." Smelled the fragrance of food.

	"Well, Miss Qi is cooking."

	The girl's slightly baby-fat face raised a smile, "Mom, I'm telling you, Miss Qi is awesome, she knows all the math problems I don't know, she also watches English movies without subtitles and can translate them for me, and takes nice photos ......"

	She counted on her fingers, and her big round eyes were full of admiration.

	The sound of frying in the kitchen gradually stopped, and then the hood was turned off, Lu Zhi Qiao looked at the textbooks and exercise books on the desk, and her heart suddenly sank. She gently grabbed her daughter's wrist, pulled her into her arms and hugged her, kissed her forehead: "Niu Niu, Miss Qi took care of you these days and helped you with your lessons, do you want to say thank you to her?"

	"Of course."

	"Then you have to promise mommy one more thing."

	"Well?"

	Lu Zhiqiao brushed her daughter's hair from her forehead and looked her seriously in the eyes, "Miss Qi is kind to you, so don't tell anyone, especially your classmates. When you go back to school, keep your distance from Miss Qi like you did before."

	"Why?" little kids are simple-minded and don't understand the reasoning.

	"If you talk about it and your classmates find out, everyone will think that Miss Qi is biased and that she received benefits that she shouldn't have received." Lu Zhiqiao smiled and patiently explained.

	"There is a possibility that she will lose her job and have no food because of this, Miss Qi is so kind to us, we have to protect her and not harm her, understand what mom means?"

	Once she heard that Qi Yan would lose her job and have no food to eat, Lu Wei's face scrunched up into a frown, nodding her head repeatedly, "Mm-hmm, I won't say anything, and you can't say anything either, mom."

	"Absolutely."

	Lu Zhiqiao smiled in relief and kissed her daughter's cheek.

	Outside the door, Qi Yan finished frying the last plate of food, about to shout at mother and daughter to eat, want to knock on the door of the hand raised and delayed, frozen in mid-air, across a gap, to hear their conversation clearly ......
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	Qiyan's childhood dream of becoming a teacher was ridiculous, simply because she thought teachers looked very cool standing at the podium. As she grew older, she met many great teachers who were knowledgeable, wise and influential, which made her dream even stronger.

	The year she first entered school, like most young people, she was full of enthusiasm and passion. But less than six months, she was drenched with the cold water of reality from head to toe, and after that it was just an accumulation of disappointment and occasional warmth, still not dead.

	The campus was not as nice as she thought it would be. She used to be so mad at the students that she couldn't reprimand them a little, and she used to be slandered by parents , hard to distinguish one's words, and there were stingy colleagues who, just because the leaders complimented her a few times in public, chewed behind her back and said she climbed into bed at night.

	But relatively speaking, the campus is indeed more pure than society. On her birthday, she received a gift made by the students themselves, when she was teaching with illness, the little boys and girls were consciously listening carefully and not making a noise, when she was depressed, the children changed to tell her jokes to make her happy, and when she graduated, many of them cried tears in front of her and could not leave ......

	When the teacher has too much effort not to please, but also to face the high moral requirements of society, according to her family is well-off, and is the only daughter of a loving father and mother, it makes no sense to suffer this.

	But if she had given up early, she might still have met Lu Zhiqiao in the bar, but only as a one-night stand, and there would be no more encounters, not to mention infinite possibilities.

	Only after seeing the viciousness of the human heart do we know that light is valuable.

	That night at the hospital, her mind was in turmoil. When her brain calmed down and her sanity returned, she realized how much she had risked, and was scared on one side, and lucky on the other. If Lu Zhi Qiao does not appreciate the situation and bites back, she will be in the same quagmire again. On the contrary, perhaps their relationship can be closer.

	She couldn't stop herself from being a saintly mother, so she took a gamble. Fortunately, she won the bet, she did not see the wrong person.

	To be understood is the most fortunate thing in life, no need for more, only one person is good.

	Qi Yan stiffened, eyes a little hot flashes, heard the sound of footsteps coming out of the house, hurriedly knocked obediently on the door and blinked: "Niu Niu, dinner is ready."

	The hidden door was pulled open and the mother and daughter came out face to face. Lu Wei raised her little head and her eyes were crystal clear: "Thank you, Miss Qi, you've worked hard."

	"Go wash your hands." Qi Yan froze, smiled and patted her shoulder, raised her eyes to look at Lu Zhi Qiao, her gaze suddenly deep.

	The corners of Lu Zhi Qiao's mouth hung a light smile, nodding slightly at her, her eyes also contained gratitude, but did not say anything.

	After the meal, Qi Yan sat for a while to go back, Lu Zhi Qiao got up to send her - door to door distance but not to talk about sending, she just some words want to say alone.

	The lights in the building are harsh, and the two of them are standing in front of the 902 gate, their shadows are stretched out. Lu Zhiqiao smiled lightly and looked at Qi Yan, spoke in a warm voice: " Miss Qi ......"

	"Told you, name calling."

	"Or call me Yan Yan, like my friend did, either way." Qi Yan raised his eyebrows and smiled lightly, catching her wrist and rubbing his thumb against the pulse.

	The silence was silent, half of Lu Zhiqiao's face was hidden in the shadows, flushed with suspicious redness, she seemed unable to forbid a little molestation, now uncomfortable, lowered her eyelids, fingers curled up, "Qi Yan"

	Shouting nicknames is too intimate, they are not yet familiar to that extent after all.

	"Well, I'm here." Qi Yan deliberately softened her voice, delicate to the point of charm.

	Lu Zhi Qiao heart a tremor, a little itchy from grinding at the pulse, but did not think to break away, brewing good words almost forgot clean, re-consideration, said: "these days really thank you, originally we are not relatives, you have no obligation to take care of the child for me, and as a mother, I really do not quite do my duty ......"

	"Shh--"

	Qi Yan erected her index finger against her lips, raw let her swallow the words, and then a hugged her, "Do not say so, you have done your best."

	"And I don't want to hear words like 'thank you' from your mouth again."

	This person looks thin, in fact, soft and comfortable to hold, she nudged her face with the tip of her nose, greedily sniffing her scent, burning breath sprinkled down, hard to resist not kiss.

	Lu Zhiqiao did not struggle and let her hold her.The emotions in her eyes were obscure, and she didn't know what to say for a while, and only after a long time did she say:"I'll take Nui Nui to the hospital for a review over the weekend, and if it's okay, she can go back to school next Monday."

	Qi Yan was stunned and her arm tightened.

	She wanted to say that was not in a hurry, but the final exams were getting closer and closer, and the child would eventually have to return to class, so she could not stop it for selfish reasons. And then she wanted to ask if she wanted to accompany her, but she stopped thinking about it, because it's not easy for a mother to spend time with her child, so she should be more interested in avoiding it.

	"Okay." Qi Yan let her go, "Go back, stay with the kids and go to bed early."

	Lu Zhiqiao nodded, whispered a good night and turned to leave.

	However, Qi Yan took her hand, brought her back into her arms, pressed up and smiled, "Won't you give a goodnight kiss?" Said turning the left side of her face to her, "Here."

	After waiting for a moment, Lu Zhiqiao stiffened her body and did not respond halfway.

	As she expected.

	"Then I'm going to kiss you."

	Two thin lips with the breath and close, Lu Zhi Qiao tense, still did not move, on the one hand, extreme shame, on the other hand, even vaguely feel a sense of excitement, tension, and anticipation ...... maybe something else, she is not clear.

	The temperature of the sticky up, from the careful test to indulge in deep, sucking and not let go, hazy hooked a trace of enchanted.

	Lu Zhiqiao did not resist at all, let her do what she wanted, slightly tilted her neck in response, gradually closed her eyes.the hand unknowingly climbed her back and pressed the person towards her body.

	The ambiguous sound of water stains is especially noticeable in the silent, empty hallway.

	"You obviously like it." Qiyan drew away again at a crucial moment, moving to the tip of her ear and whispering softly. "How sultry."

	The whole ear is very sensitive, Lu Zhi Qiao immediately trembled more than, shame full of red face, but still expressionless, a calm and self-possessed look, deviated head, ignoring her.

	The residual heat on the lips does not go away, and some of it is not yet finished.

	Even if Qi Yan how itchy, but also had to stop, let go of Lu Zhi Qiao - she knew that woman did not really willingly, so even if you get, but also tasteless.

	"Goodnight."

	On the weekend, Qi Yan went back to her parents' house for dinner as usual and talked to them about the New North Group.

	The information she learned is limited, last time Chi Nian told her that there are rumors in the company that the board of directors intends to promote Lu Zhi Qiao as vice president, nearly a year to assign her a lot of work beyond the scope of duties, suspected of consideration, perhaps this time to discuss cooperation is no exception.

	Simply put, this matter is related to the career development of Lu Zhiqiao.

	But business dealings, it is not good to mix personal emotions, in this regard Qi Yan's brain has always been sober, so she did not tell her parents all, only to say that the cooperation matters changed the person in charge, is a director of foreign trade, female.

	If the two companies want to talk, Lu Zhiqiao will inevitably meet with Qi's father.

	Qiyan never show up in formal business occasions, this time would like to go, but if she go, it is the same as telling each other clearly: you rely on my relationship. Even if not, it is inevitable to provoke speculation.

	Perhaps in the short term, there is nothing, but no one can be sure of the future, how can she give Lu Zhiqiao added psychological burden because of her own selfishness ......

	Success or failure, it is up to the parents to consider, she does not get involved.

	After having lunch, Qi Yan thought that the clothes she changed yesterday had not been washed, so she went back to her house early.

	The temperature has risen in the past few days, remaining at 20 degrees, with a pleasant temperature, and the sun shining continuously, most suitable for washing and drying clothes. She simply took off all the sheets and covers and threw them into the washing machine, letting it automatically add water and then pouring the washing liquid.

	But, the previous one ran out, and she couldn't find a new one even after rummaging through the cupboard.

	Qiyan looked up at the clear sunny day outside the balcony, grabbed the keys and took the phone with her, slipped on a pair of outer slippers and went out the door.

	The supermarket at the entrance of the neighborhood is well stocked, Qiyan bought a bucket of laundry detergent at random, and was not concerned about the urgent use. She scanned the code and paid, carrying a heavy bucket back, and saw a black McLaren parked at the entrance of the neighborhood, full of style.

	The scissor door slowly lifted up and a man in a suit got out, went around to the other side and opened the passenger door.

	The person who got off the car was Lu Zhiqiao.
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	The man is about thirty years old, the suit is straight, tall and thin, tie is meticulously tied, looks like a successful career elite. Obviously he is familiar with Lu Zhiqiao, two people standing by the car chatting, talking and laughing, not intention to go up.

	This angle can only see the side view of Lu Zhi Qiao, she seems to be very happy, the corners of the mouth always upward, with the previous cold and serious look like two people.

	Qi Yan's eyes were slightly sunken, a dark and unknown emotion under her eyes, she slowed her pace and then stopped.

	Not much later, the man waved at Lu Zhiqiao, turned around and returned to the car, Lu Zhiqiao also smiled and waved. The scissor door slowly closed, the black sports car with a wild engine roar gradually drove away, disappearing at the corner of the intersection.

	Watching Lu Zhiqiao enter the neighborhood gate. Qi Yan came back to her senses and was busy following quickly.

	The elevator is on the first floor, Lu Zhi Qiao pressed the button, both sides of the door open, just step into, was held by someone from behind, she was shocked, the person moves very fast to press the floor button, pressed her firmly against the compartment wall.

	The door slowly closes with a slight sense of weightlessness.

	Lu Zhi Qiao almost shouted, but smelled the familiar scent of shampoo, a stunned, screaming blocked in the throat, to see the face of the person, she slowly exhaled a breath: "Qi Yan, you ......"

	"Who is that man?"

	"...... which one?"

	"The one that just sent you back." Qi Yan's voice was low, and the tip of her nose was almost next to her face.

	Lu Zhiqiao's heart is beating fast, just now was really scared, this time just gasping for air, the brain is a muddle, without thinking, she replied, "Friends."

	"McLaren 720s, quite a pull."

	"......"

	The small closed space is a bit stuffy, Qiyan bent down to put down the laundry detergent, a hand to capture her chin, head down pecked her lips, feel not enough, and grind some, the lipstick are rubbed out most of the anti-glue own mouth, messy uneven, like having drunk blood.

	"So it was a hang out?"

	"No ......" Lu Zhi Qiao trembled thick eyelashes, smoked by her warm breath drowsy, see her paste a mouth of crimson and feel amused, "to do some business, he sent me back on the way."

	"Why aren't you driving your own car?" Qiyan chased after her.

	If the other people are so gossipy, Lu Zhi Qiao long cold face not to pay attention to, face to Qi Yan but somehow some weakness, but she clearly did not do something wrong, clean. The actual truth is: "I'm a little tired, I don't want to drive."

	Poor excuses.

	Qiyan looked at her quietly, did not say anything for a long time, nor did she make any move, the brimming eyes were dark and deep.

	--Ding

	The elevator stops on the ninth floor and the door opens.

	Suddenly, Qi Yan blindfolded Lu Zhi Qiao's eyes with one hand, fingertips gently crossed her thick fan-like eyelashes, and then lowered her head and kissed her with her lipsticked lips.

	This time the kiss was fierce, the breath was strong and predatory, without the slightest intention of tenderness, but extremely careful to protect the back of her head.Lu Zhiqiao passively suffered, almost powerless to resist, hazy only to feel the person's inexplicable anger, too late to think, and was swamped by the whirlpool.

	No one went out for a long time, and the elevator doors closed again, stopping all the way on the ninth floor.

	When venting enough, Qi Yan raised her head, while also taking away the hand blindfolded on the other side of the eyes, the original uneven lipstick was pressed densely, but there are a few good-looking.

	She pressed the door button and went straight out.

	The whole afternoon Lu Zhiqiao distracted, no matter open eyes to find things to do or closed eyes to lie down, full of QiYan that deep obscure eyes, chest like pressing a stone, stuffy some breathless.

	The brain is awake, only to react, that person's behavior and words, and this month since the drips and drabs, if she really do not understand anything, also live to this age in vain. But only hazily understand some, more and deeper she does not want to think, because there is no possibility, even if there is, also to kill clean.

	After dinner, Lu Zhiqiao practiced the piano with her child for a while, then went to take a shower.

	She took a set of thin long-sleeved pajamas from the closet, pulled open the drawer where the panties were placed, and suddenly glanced at the small box in the corner, her fingertips gave a beat, and suddenly an itch crept up to her heart ......

	Shortly after the menstruation, the thought of that aspect is particularly strong.the unavoidable touch in the shower can lead to her like a fire roasting.even if she can restrain again, but also can not resist the physiological instincts, the venting is ultimately the need to vent.

	Lu Zhiqiao cupped the small box, took a deep breath, opened it, and took out the sex toy inside.

	The bathroom was white and foggy, with hot water running down her straight spine, all the way down to the soles of her feet. She held the wall with one hand and turned on the small toy with the other, a subtle humming sound intertwined with the sound of water falling, very stealthy.

	This bath took extraordinarily long.

	About half an hour later, Lu Zhiqiao came out in her pajamas, her hair dripping with water, her face flushed with red. She stood in front of the mirror for a while, put the changed clothes into the washing machine, and then blow-dried her hair, she was a bit confused and dizzy.

	Blowing to half, the doorbell rang, she turned off the hair dryer to put down, came to the peephole to look, heart tightened, open the door.

	Qi Yan stood outside with two bags, the light hit her deep eyebrows, revealing a little cold, but still hooked the corner of his mouth: "My home water heater is broken, borrow your bathroom I take a shower."

	Lu Zhi Qiao stared at her blankly, her lips moved for a moment, her gaze touched the coldness between her eyebrows, almost the first reaction will guess with this afternoon's incident, the heart suddenly a chaotic and unknown emotions.

	She was just given a ride by a friend, why is this person bicker up to now.

	When she thought about it, she felt more and more that she shouldn't have explained when she was in the elevator and let herself be bothered all afternoon for nothing.

	"May I?" Qiyan repeated the question.

	Lu Zhi Qiao returned to her senses, answered yes, got her shoes and guided her inside.

	The bathroom at home is separate wet and dry, the sink is outside, the toilet and shower are inside, and there is a door in the middle. Lu Zhi Qiao stood in the outer room, picked up the hair dryer again, but did not open it, pointed to the inner room and said, "hot water on the left, cold water on the right."

	Qi Yan gave her a look, didn't say anything, and went in and closed the door.

	A sound of plastic bags being turned inside, Lu Zhiqiao silent for a long time, open the hair dryer, the whistling noise instantly drowned out the slightest movement. She looked at her own face in the mirror, was blown up by the hair flying brushed, the heart is also like this, chaotic into a mess of unmanageable silk.

	Not long after, the sound of water pattering in the bathroom.

	Two people only a door apart, although it is not transparent door, each other can not see anything, but the gurgling sound of water splashing down can not help but arouse the imagination.

	That night at the hotel,  crazy until dawn, two people do not know how many times to come, she vaguely remembered that she was extremely tired, dazed and confused was helped into the bathroom, in the water ......

	The hot wind is dry, Lu Zhiqiao feels the whole person is hot, touched the hair has dried, and then cover the face, the temperature is hot. She blushed to the extreme, guilty looked at the bathroom door, turned off the hair dryer put away, fled back to the bedroom.

	For a long time, the sound of water stopped, the outside quiet for a while, the living room door was opened and closed again.

	Lu Zhiqiao waited for a moment, got up and went out, saw the pair of slippers on the floor mat was neatly arranged, and the living room was empty, people had disappeared. She went to the peephole to look out, the only thing in her sight was the light of the building, and the closed door of 902 opposite.

	And then the lights went out.

	Blackness in front of the eyes.

	Lu Zhiqiao took two steps back, closed her eyes, shook off those strange thoughts, turned around and went back to the bathroom, picked up the sponge mop to suck up the water, but found that the tile floor was not half water stains, obviously sucked up.

	She straightened up, put the mop back, and when she looked up, she saw her used small toys lying quietly on the shelf ......

	 

	Chapter.17

	 

	After the small toys were used and drenched in water, Lu Zhi Qiao originally put them on the shelf casually, wanting to wait after the shower and blow-dry hair and then pack them together, who expected Qi Yan suddenly knocked on the door, interrupting her memory, her mind was also chaotic without borders, and then they forgot.

	Shelves with shampoo, body wash and other items, placed next to the shower, turn on the water off the effort can be seen, and an unobstructed view.

	Qi Yan must have seen ......

	Thought of this, Lu Zhi Qiao immediately blushed, bashful, as if stripped naked and thrown in public, there are many eyes on her in the dark, wanton ridicule.

	"Mommy-" the second bedroom door opened and came the voice of her daughter, "Can I have a snack?"

	Lu Zhiqiao hastily picked up the small toy, casually pulled a tissue to wrap it, cupped in the heart, a turn, to see her daughter poking her head in, the heart more weak: "No, it's very late, brush your teeth and go to bed quickly."

	The little girl agreed, puffed her cheeks and behaved took the toothbrush cup.

	The water on the toy was dried by paper towels, Lu Zhiqiao went back to the room and took wet napkins to wipe, and dried, put into the box, panicked and stuffed into the bottom corner of the closet, stuffed well also looked at the door and window, afraid to give people see.

	Sleepless night.

	The next morning, Lu Zhiqiao took her daughter to the hospital for a review, and when she returned, she met Qi Yan in the parking lot. The child is well-behaved to say hello, but she didn't want to lift her eyes, but had to pretend to be natural, so she hastily glanced at her eyes and smiled, as a greeting.

	Qi Yan looked natural and not abnormal, but her eyebrows were still a bit cold. She smiled back, asked about Lu Wei's condition, didn't stay too long, and drove away from the basement.

	Usually when they meet, the woman always molest her, either verbally eyesight or physically, today is surprisingly extraordinarily disciplined, to the point of being a little rusty.

	Last night's embarrassing situation still lingers, Lu Zhi Qiao all uncomfortable, thought embarrassed to see Qi Yan, but the other party's reaction was really unexpected, so she stored into a fluke ...... maybe not see?

	In the afternoon, her daughter went to piano lessons and Lu Zhiqiao cleaned at home.

	The house is big, not cleaned for two weeks, nooks and crannies are full of dust and hair. She used to hire a bellhop in untimed, but since she had her things stolen once last time, she had heart palpitations and decided to come in person.

	There are a lot of things in the house, storage cabinets are also a lot of things, clean up and organize again only to find that there are many things that can not be used to throw away.

	Lu Zhiqiao opened the door to the living room, the sorted out scraps next to the door, the things that should be placed are also moved out, including a large box full of albums. The daughter's photos from childhood, mother and daughter photos together, and ......

	Family portraits, a photo of a man, and a group photo of three generations  are pressed at the bottom.

	She squatted on the floor and took the frames out one by one, carefully wiping them with paper towels, over and over again, her hands getting slower and slower, and finally her movements stalled, like a statue.

	Her tears fell one by one on the photo frame ......

	And at this time, the elevator just stopped at the ninth floor, the door slowly opened. Qiyan came out from inside, was inexplicably cold through the wind shivered, hugged the arms tightly, looked up to see 901 doors opening, the wind from that direction.

	Even on sunny days, when the sun is in full bloom, it is overcast and cold in places that are not exposed to it.

	The doorway is stacked with several large bags bulging, it looks like they are organizing things, she was curious for a moment, to face the cold wind up, probe to look.

	The large living room is scattered with many miscellaneous items, the floor is messy, Lu Zhiqiao back to the door, a motionless squatting there, hair coiffed casually, wearing a simple casual white sweater and jeans, sunlight through the floor-to-ceiling windows, her whole person is enveloped in a warm golden light, gentle and bright.

	Qi Yan narrowed her eyes slightly, her breathing became slightly deeper and longer, and asked softly, "Do you need my help?"

	The person's back gave a beat, her arm lifted and moved, a slight inhalation sound, a long time before she stood up and turned around, some panic in her eyes, but her voice was as calm as ever: "No thanks."

	The eyes are very red, clearly cried, just do not know why.

	Qi Yan looked into her eyes, a corner of the heart suddenly collapsed a piece, ignored, and changed her shoes into the house, familiar as in her own home. She looked down at the clutter all over the floor and asked, "Don't you want all these books?"

	"No, it's to be put in the cabinet." Lu Zhiqiao looked at her nervously, her fingers curled up in her sweaty palm, seeing her look natural, her heart only gradually eased down.

	Maybe she really didn't see it last night ......

	"Which cabinet?"

	"Second from the left."

	"Into the storage box?"

	"Mmm."

	Qi Yan asked a question, Lu Zhi Qiao replied. Saying that don't need to help, in fact, can not refuse.Then can saw Qi Yan squatting down and putting one book after another into the box, flat and neat, she doesn't say much, no extra action, just burying her head in the book.

	Since the questioning in the elevator yesterday, the coldness between this person's face has not melted again.

	Lu Zhiqiao frowned slightly, feeling some apprehension for no reason.The explanation has been explained, not a word of falsehood, exactly where else can make Qi Yan unhappy?She couldn't make sense of it for a while, so she just had to suppress her mind for the time being, turn around and continue to organize the photo album.

	Others may not have to pay attention, but Qi Yan can not, she is the child's teacher, in case they offend her, her daughter will be bullied at school ...... because there has been a previous experience, she will inevitably have concerns.
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